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	To Gerardo, for destroying me in order to rebuild me. . .  and, in the end, leaving me shattered.  

	  

	To my daughter, with the wish that she continues to ignore our double life.  
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About the AUTHOR 

	  

	"I knew I had in front of me someone with such a fascinating personality that, if I let him, he was going to absorb my whole existence, my whole soul, even my art. " - Oscar Wilde 

	  

	  

	When an author writes, he often knows where he starts, but not where he ends.  In my case, I know the beginning, the end and the steps in between.  For one thing, what I tell here is my own story.  But even so, it often seems to me that the characters have a life of their own, independent of the immutable facts set in the past.  As I tell my story, some chapters become longer, while others become shorter and, suddenly, turning points appear that I did not know existed when I lived through the events recounted here. Life, the real one, is a continuum, which refuses to be divided into chapters, just as the continuous flow of the waters of a river resists being divided into watertight compartments. 

	 

	As I finished the last chapter, I realized that it represents a turning point in my life.  The thought came to me now, as I wrote it, not as I lived it.  I have felt that I need to crystallize this section of my life in a volume of its own.  I am convinced that this will also make it more enjoyable to read.  Between this and the two previous volumes, this story that revolves around Gerardo now spans nearly a thousand pages and is still unfinished.  I will start writing the fourth and most probably the last volume as soon as I finish these lines and make the arrangements to publish this volume on Amazon.  I never thought of a multi-volume installment, but given the abundant material, it is the right decision. This also allows me not to make readers wait so long for the next release. 

	I can advance, without making anyspoilers, that in this book additional characters appear in my sexual life, among them, someone completely unexpected and, as will be seen later, dangerous. 

	  

	-Gema

	 

	


Chapter XXXIV - Wild Filly 

	  

	"When I had nothing to lose, I had everything.  When I stopped being who I am, I found myself. " - Pablo Coelho 

	  

	  

	"The intoxicating smoke of Gerardo's cigar.  His intoxicating and corrupting presence", I commented on a photo that, although it was not mine, it could perfectly be.  A room with an antique but noble look.  A woman sitting in avintage chair.  One foot on the floor.  The other leg, sheathed in a stocking that ends in a heel, stretched out, pointing up, in an unnatural but erotic position.  One foot on the ground, the other in the clouds. . .  or nowhere.  Her head, thrown back, inhaling the smoke that fills the whole room and blurs the photo.  Breathing on him.  Her breasts - the damned breasts - naked.  And around her neck, a choker.  His own.  The photo was of Ivan Warhammer, but it might as well have been of Gerardo. 

	  

	"With Gerardo," I commented another photo, this one in black and white. Her kissing his hand. 

	  

	"With my husband," I wrote on another.  One hand grasping another.  She, blurred.  Maybe in front, pulling him along. His hand, sharp, maybe slowing her down, maybe letting go of her. 

	  

	"Gerardo uses some handcuffs with me, but you and I have others and they are for life," I wrote to my husband in another publication.  In the photo, two hands, his and hers. Mine and his.  Handcuffed to each other.  Joined, irremediably.  Little fingers, clutching each other.  United, tenderly.  

	  

	Had my husband engineered all that or was I being paranoid?  I didn't want my husband to be in control, not at that stage of our lives.  I had no proof that he was.  I only had my suspicions, possibly exaggerated. An allergic reaction, after Silvestre (and Luis Alberto afterwards - you are not to blame for this, Daniel, but Luis Alberto came in the pack with Silvestre).  It was unlikely that Gerardo was a puppet of my husband.  But it was possible; there was a thread of connection -thin but existing- between the two of them and that thread passed through Silvestre.  It bothered me as much if my suspicions were eventually true, as I didn't care if they were, as long as I didn't know for sure.  In the last stage with Silvestre, I had begun to suspect, but, instead of investigating, I had preferred to look the other way.  The game had been too much fun to spoil it at that moment.  Besides, I had taken my revenge by throwing myself into Luis Alberto's arms.  But revenge then took its revenge on me.  As long as there was no certainty that my husband was cheating, I could keep playing.  I think I'm being too suspicious.  In any case, if there was something, it would be discovered, as it had happened with Silvestre.  Woe to you, Daniel, if you are pulling the strings!  The game was being fun again, maybe too much.  If you want me to get tits, Daniel, I will, will you decide Gerardo, really, or will you do it, from the shadows?  Either way, I'll become part of his property, whether you're pulling the strings or not.  But Gerardo was not Silvestre.  Silvestre had risked nothing but his time.  Gerardo was risking his business.  No, I'm being paranoid.  Gerardo is not under Daniel's influence.  Silvestre was a. . .  young man.  Gerardo was a mature, self-made man.  And intent on remaking me.  

	  

	"It's funny, but often, with him, I feel so young, so small and innocent," I commented on a gerontophilic photo, with a young brunette, sitting on top of a mature man, legs open, both naked, looking at each other affectionately.  It was true that with Gerardo I often felt like a child.  He is mydaddy, sugar daddy.  Maybe I found in him what I had lacked in my own father.  I should go to a psychologist to have this father-daughter complex analyzed.  Gerardo made the decisions and I obeyed.  It was very simple.  At the same time, he mentored me and made me grow, professionally and as a person.  I don't care if you are involved or not, Daniel.  I'm going to stay the same, with him.  I love him.  

	  

	"Wolf and deer could get along, couldn't they?  The question is how to get it," he had commented on the image of a wolf and a deer, side by side, in a forest with light and shadow.  The deer's antlers were great. Like yours, Daniel.  Don't forget that it's not just sex: I love him, but I love you.  But wolf and deer didn't get along.  No, Daniel had nothing to do with this.  If he were pulling the strings, he would have accompanied me to Gerardo's a long time ago.  He likes my stories, but would never give up watching.  But my husband could be quite Machiavellian, if he put his mind to it. 

	  

	"Yes, I'm married, does that matter? " It was a photo of a provocative woman, wearing stockings like mine, looking decisively into the lens.  "Well, it depends. . . ," I had added under the photo, from my own fist.  "It's funny, but whether she cares or not only depends on one little thing: whether the husband knows it or whether he's an ignorant cuckold.  A lot of men get turned on by fucking someone else's wife; it's like a jackpot.  However, they freak out when they find out that the husband knows about it.  Why?  Do they no longer have the morbid desire to be taking another man's wife?  Do they fear that the husband might change his mind and become violent?  Do they think that the husband actually has designs on them?  Whatever the reason, many of these macho men are just insecure and cowardly when it comes down to it.  It's not easy to find a good goreador. " Gerardo was not amused that I was married.  He preferred me for himself. That much is clear to me.  It was my unfinished business, that of involving my husband.  There had been progress on both sides.  Actually, if we didn't make more progress, it was my fault.  Daniel had made up his mind that Gerardo was my choice and was immovable.  That is if I really chose him and not him.  And Gerardo had understood that my husband was part of my life.  And that is also immovable.  But, after all, after the latest developments there had been, it was possible that Gerardo had realized, at last, that it was much more fun to snatch me from under my husband's nose, knowing what he was trying to do.  Is there any more masterful hunting than that, than to hunt successfully even when the opponent is on the alert?  Because I knew very well that Gerardo wanted to hunt me down and make me completely his.  What if Daniel went from being my husband to being my lover and Gerardo the other way around?  

	  

	***

	  

	And with that, I told Gerardo that I had made up my mind.  His initial idea had been for me to go for an appointment at the clinic I had chosen.  He had given me a week to decide.  If I didn't go, it meant I didn't want to, and that would have consequences for our relationship.  That had been his original idea.  It was very exciting, quasi-book erotica, but it had failed, because I wasn't ready.  Now, however, I had finally made up my mind and I was going to tell him, but it would be my way.  I invited him to dinner at the Vagón de Beni, the same restaurant where I had invited my husband a few days before.  I dressed the same as on that occasion: the same dress and makeup, although a little less perfume.  As with my husband, I also wore no underwear.  I knew Gerard liked me to wear panties, but I deliberately decided to ignore his preferences. move on. 

	Gerardo was surprised to see me.  He undressed me with his eyes, although given the nature of my dress, that was not difficult for him.  The real surprise for him was that I was accompanied by my husband.  Daniel and Gerardo had never met before, at least as far as I knew, although my husband had sent him some video from his cell phone, following my boss's instructions.  To be more precise, Daniel had seen Gerardo almost glancingly, in the hotel restaurant where I had met him and Silvestre.  Daniel had sat at another table, at a safe distance, and Silvestre had introduced me to Gerardo.  At the time, Silvestre was obsessed with giving me the experience of prostituting myself and, apparently, my husband didn't think it was bad at all.  He had introduced me to Gerardo as a businessman with whom he had had some business dealings.  The talk with Gerardo had been very pleasant, but I had backed out.  I had shuddered at the prospect of becoming - even if only occasionally - a real whore.  And I had been repulsed - at the time - by Gerardo's physique.  Then, later on, I had gone to him looking for a job with special conditions.  The seed of the thrusting -to call it somehow- that my husband and Silvestre had planted in me had germinated, albeit slowly.  Attracted by the fascination of the experience, on the one hand, and the economic and labor need, on the other, I had proposed to Gerardo special conditions for him to hire me as his secretary.  The talk we had had in that hotel had allowed me to get to know him -and him me-; I had been right and Gerardo had accepted my proposal.  The fact was that Daniel had seen Gerardo once, but as I said above, only glancingly, and according to my husband's assurances, he hardly remembered him.  He did remember that he was tall and old. I had made a virtue out of necessity and although it had taken me a while to adapt, I was now attracted to his physique, precisely because I was not supposed to be attracted to him. 

	 Gerardo mostly preferred to ignore that she was married.  He knew and didn't mind, but, unlike Silvestre, he didn't like it.  His biggest interaction with my husband had been the videos I had asked him to record of me, doing dildo sucking practice in preparation for vacationing with him.  My boss didn't usually do anything for free.  He believed in negotiation and trading one good for another.  If I asked him to cum inside me and then bring a little present between my husband's legs, Gerardo would demand something in return.  But in exchange for demanding those videos from my husband, he had not asked me for anything.  So I had my suspicions that my boss was discovering the pleasure of handling not only the wife, but also the cuckold. [Either that or he wanted to show Daniel that you were already his, so that he would get desperate and create a conflict in your marriage. ] Ah, my little voice, you are always so negative.  [And then he made you throw away the anklet that Daniel had given you and demanded about the tits. ] 

	In any case, Gerardo had not interacted directly with my husband.  He had not seen him nor had they spoken on the phone.  They had only exchanged a few sparse wasaps.  I was anxious to see what would happen.  Maybe Gerardo would get angry and turn away. Or maybe, feeling very uncomfortable, he would accept my husband's presence. 

	If Gerardo was surprised, he didn't let it show.  My boss and Daniel greeted each other politely and shook hands.  We then entered the dining car, which served as the dining room.  My intention had been to reserve the same table where my husband and I had dined a few days earlier, but now there were three of us and that table had been for two.  To my boss that would mean nothing, but to my husband it would.  However, I was lucky and was able to reserve the table across the aisle from the carriage.  The waiter who served us was the same as the one from a couple of nights before.  

	Gerardo didn't need to study the menu for a long time to decide what he was going to eat: "I'll have a veal turnedó and the lady will have a skewered hake

	Without saying anything, I mentally congratulated him on his choice of dish. was going to prove to be very appropriate for the evening, as would be demonstrated a little later. 

	-Very well.  And sir, what will you have? asked the waiter, turning to my husband. 

	I cleared my throat and took the initiative to order for my husband: "He'll have. . .  a goat cheese salad "Suerte Ampanera".  -It was not unusual for me to decide in restaurants what my husband would eat.  We didn't always do it that way and, in fact, two days before, in this very restaurant, Daniel had decided and ordered for him.  But when I remembered that I was supposed to make him feel that I dominated him, I decided.  The last thing I needed, tonight, was for my boss to think that Daniel could have any initiative of his own, or at least that he could put it into practice. That was not what I wanted to convey to Gerard about my relationship with my husband, quite the opposite. 

	-That's all?  -the waiter wanted to make sure.  It's just a salad. He kept looking at my husband. 

	-Yes, that's all," I quickly interjected.  If so, there will be dessert later," I added mischievously. Maybe with cream, if you behave yourself.  

	Gerardo, pleased, put his hand on my thigh. I had sat down next to him. 

	It was time to order the wine and since I was the one who invited the guests, it was only logical that I should also be the one to select it.  However, I asked Gerardo to do it himself; I did not understand wine.  

	For the lady, a Mar de Frades, the small half-liter bottle. 

	Daniel looked at me in surprise.  I never used to drink wine.  When I went out to dinner with him -this was before Gerardo, since I was with him, I hardly had time to go out with my husband-, Daniel only ordered wine if they had half bottles or served by the glass. Yes, with Gerardo it is usual for me to drink wine. . .  I don't think I have told you this yet, although you know about the whiskey.  

	-I'm afraid we only have that one left in a regular bottle.  But I can bring you a small bottle of Martín Codax. It's also a white wine from the Rías Bai

	Gerardo frowned.  He raised his hand to stop the waiter and said: "Then bring me the big bottle. And for me, a Luis Cañas red, the small bottle, if you have it. 

	-Okay, a large Mar de Frades and a small Luis Cañas. With the order completed, the waiter. 

	-And a large bottle of water too, please," I said, before she walked away.  For my husband, I specified.  He drinks water.  -That wasn't true.  My husband loved wine.  Generally, he preferred red, but he was no stranger to white. he had taken a liking to a German Riesling, which, at three euros fifty a bottle, he swore was delicious. 

	Gerardo lifted his hand from my thigh and placed it around my waist, drawing me to him.  Although apparently satisfied, I could tell that my boss was still expectant.  If he was still surprised or even angry at my husband's unexpected presence, he disguised it well. I tried everything I could to soften his presence.  Are you happy, boss?  I decided to leave him a little longer in the dark about what I was going to say to him and waited for the first course to be served.  I didn't know how he would react to talking about it in the presence of the other diners, but that was an advantage my husband and I had, since we had been there before, and I planned to take advantage of it. I let him take the first bite and savor the juicy meat. 

	-I'm not going to put my boobs on," I told him as I did, without moderating my tone of voice, while he chewed his mouthful of turnedó.  

	Gerardo was surprised and almost choked. 

	Ah, you didn't expect this, did you?  Now do you see why you got your food right?  The tourne-dos is of French origin and comes to mean something like turning your back.  There are several legends about why the dish was called tourne-dos, but the most widespread one refers to the fact that the product is not fresh, so it is turned over to hide its defects.  The expression vender a tourne-dos applies to any commodity.  Why that veal dish was called that way remains unknown, but it is possible that someone decided to wrap the overdue veal in two thin slices of bacon.  {So, the fake boobs are the bacon and you're the overdue beef? } Funny girl, they're your boobs too!  No, I mean the fact of turning your back.  

	Gerardo looked away from my husband for a moment - his eyes threatened to spark - but then forced himself to look at me again

	  

	***

	  

	elsexoplacentero:  

	"Although in your writings you state that your relationship with Gerardo is one of submission, I think that may be true in the purely sexual game.  However, I think that, in the whole of all your relationships, it is you who is in control.  Gerardo may be very business savvy, but with you he always ends up doing what you want (even if he seems to get his way). Without a doubt, you are the smartest of the three of us

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you, but that's not clear to me.  I think each of us are being smart and getting what we want, even if that's different in each of the cases. , I'm playing with an advantage: the game is about sex and I'm a woman

	  

	elsexoplacentero:  

	"Apparently, the decision has been made and once again you have shown that you are the one who decides, which is how it should be.  You are a person with clear ideas (whoever has no doubts is stupid) Now that you are going to face a tough season, I hope you don't forget about the blog, since you know how to keep us on our toes. Courage for what's ahead of you

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you!  And, most of all, thank you for understanding that I'm going to be very busy with all this. But I'll try my best to keep writing here

	  

	***

	  

	Not on those conditions," I added. 

	I thought we had already negotiated everything," my boss mumbled, uncharacteristically of him. 

	In important things, it is never too late to renegotiate, if necessary to make the deal beneficial to all parties," I replied with a gesture that included all of us

	my gesture, Gerardo was forced to look at my husband again, deigning this time to do so for a couple of seconds and not fleetingly, as he had done before

	It's just a few small details we need to change," I explained

	I then explained that with the MBA I was going to get, my increased responsibilities as a boss, and Mr.  Ripoll's project, I would not be able to increase the time he wanted me to spend with him at home.  

	It is necessary to cut back," I told him. 

	You can always do without the master's degree, if you think you won't have time for everything," my boss argued. 

	I shook my head, denying it emphatically.  I considered it important for my professional life.  I knew that someday the Gerardo episode would end and another one would begin, and I needed to secure my future.  

	-Gema, I'm not willing to cut back on your time with me.  It's important for our relationship," she said, looking deep into my eyes, as if my husband were not in front of me. except for a few brief glances, I had ignored him so. 

	The give and take of arguments continued, circling around the same topic without moving forward and without getting out of the loop.  Daniel did not intervene; he just listened attentively. Gerardo ran out of wine and as he was still engaged in his negotiation with me -we had both turned to face each other, considering we were sitting next to each other-, my husband took the bottle and refilled his glass. 

	-There's only one way for me to be with you all that extra time you ask for," I advanced, aware that we were at an impasse that was starting to become tiresome for everyone.  I want you to understand that I would like to spend even more time with you," I assured her, taking her hand and not looking at my husband, "but it's not a matter of preference.  It's a matter of commitments," I said.  I can't leave my husband aside for that long.  If you want him to spend more time with you, and I would love it if you did, Daniel has to be there," I told him forcefully.  You don't need to worry about him; he will be invisible and will not intervene at any time. You’ve seen tonight how well trained he is. But I need, we need, him to be part of this. 

	Gerardo picked up his glass and took a deep drink, then looked at my husband carefully, for the first time all night, studying him. 

	He's caged.  If you want, I can cuff him.  What more do you want?  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Rutilante!  When did you think of proposing to Gerardo that Daniel be present at your meetings? "

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have been thinking for some time that Daniel should be more involved in my extramarital affairs.  I don't think he has to be there all the time, but with Gerardo, he's gone to never being there, and that doesn't seem right to me either.  However, Gerardo gives me something that other corneadores have not achieved, so I didn't want to break up with him either.  The crux of the matter was how to get my husband more included, despite my boss's predictable opposition. I had to wait for a good opportunity and for me to be as important to Gerardo as he is to me

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I have to say that I admire Daniel for remaining so composed, after Gerardo's last statement. If Gerardo had been so rude to me, I would have punched him in the face.  Or maybe I'm misreading things? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I guess Daniel is as submissive as Gerardo is dominant.  They would make a good couple, if they had compatible sexual interests, ha, ha, ha, ha.  But that's not the case. I am their nexus. 

	  

	***

	  

	-Do you still want to fuck Mario? asked my boss, to my surprise. 

	I shrugged and nodded. What does this have to do with what's really important in the matter?  

	-I thought so.  You're insatiable.  I'll let you do whatever you want with Mario and you'll be his boss.  I'll let you do it on your own with Mario. . .  and only with Mario," my boss said grimly.  But remember what we agreed in Mexico: In exchange, I will introduce another person or persons into our bed. And you will accept it, no matter whose or how they are! 

	-You mean other customers? 

	-No, no.  -Gerardo shook his head, "That's business.  You're in the company, you're going to be the boss and you'll have responsibilities. . .  to get your quota," he reminded me.  It was clear what he meant.  It's not going to be an easy quota to get.  It's going to be an aggressive target, to grow the business.  How you achieve the target, that's your business," he added unnecessarily.  I don't mean business. about the bed, in our house. 

	Had he just said our house?  Was it a slip of the tongue or something premeditated? 

	-And your husband may be in the way.  -She said it without deigning to look at Daniel.  He won't always be present.  We'll see how we do it, but it's necessary for him to have you alone sometimes," Gerardo added, trying to moderate his tone of voice. There are fantasies of yours. . .  and mine. . .  for which he is not prepared. 

	I nodded. That was a huge improvement over what I had so far. 

	Gerardo reached out and put his hand on the back of my neck.  Without giving me time to react, he pulled me to him and kissed me. His tongue unabashedly entered my mouth and explored every nook and cranny. 

	"All it takes is for him to bite my lip," I said to myself, thinking of Luis Alberto.  It had been that kind of kiss, unpunished, unsolicited.  But Gerardo did not bite me. pulled away from my mouth and continued talking as if nothing had happened

	-And I expect total obedience.  

	I nodded, dumbfounded.  His kiss had taken me by surprise. It was the first time Daniel had ever witnessed anything between us.  I hadn't expected it to happen like that, in that way or in that place.  I had always imagined that the first time would happen at his house, that I would undress for him first, dancing to his music, that. . .  I blinked to get out of my stupor.  It had only been a kiss.  But for Daniel kisses are very important.  

	-Not from you, Gema," Gerardo continued.  In fact, I expect you not to make it too easy for me.  I prefer wild colts to tame donkeys.  I mean. . .  your husband," she said, waving her hand in Daniel's direction, but avoiding looking at him.  From him I expect complete obedience.  If I tell him to leave the room, he will.  If I tell him to leave the house, he will.  I want him to be invisible, as you have assured me he will be.  But if I still feel he bothers, he will abide by what I tell him.  And he will do so regardless of what he is doing with you at the time.  If at any point he intervenes or objects, the story is over.  I'm interested in you, not your husband.  But I accept that he is a part of you. Of course, you will take responsibility for him. 

	I nodded, Iit!  I wanted to look at my husband, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. tried to watch him out of the corner of my eye, keeping my eyes on my boss, but I was too agitated to concentrate. 

	-And needless to say, even if I prefer you a little untamed, I expect you to do your best to follow my instructions," my boss continued.  After all, he didn't seem as surprised as I had expected.  It seemed like a speech he had well rehearsed, so premeditated and so assertive were the sentences coming out of his mouth.  Now that you've gotten your. . .  husband. . .  to be present, sometimes, it's even more important that you make an effort.  There are things you have refused to do so far that we have to work on," he reminded me.  Do we have a deal, then? Gerardo extended his hand to me. 

	-We got it, boss.  -I shook his hand. My heart was beating fast. 

	-Good.  The day after tomorrow is Saturday.  You have an appointment at the clinic at ten o'clock in the morning.  I'll wait for you there.  Your husband can take you, if he wants to, but he will stay in the waiting room. Your new breasts, of course, will be my property and I will do with them what I want. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Things have changed for Gerardo.  Until now, you were totally submissive, trusting completely in what he plans for you. Suddenly, you explode, refusing to modify your body and introducing him to Daniel, someone you're not interested in him.  How has Gerard taken the abrupt change? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, he was partly surprised, partly angry and partly pleased.  The latter I think is because he must not like it when things are too easy either. I think he likes the idea of taming a wild mare. . . as long as he doesn't elbow her

	 

	


Chapter XXXV - And What Else?  

	  

	"Tell him yes, even if you're dying of fear, even if you regret it later, because you're going to regret it all your life anyway if you answer no. " - Gabriel Garcia Marquez 

	  

	  

	We had patched up our disagreements and I was ready to take it to the next level.  Gerardo had forced it on me to some extent, but to think that was the only truth would be delusional.  Hadn't I been the one who had taken the initiative to spend a week with him in Mexico?  Hadn't my conversation with him over dinner been the trigger for subsequent events?  Consciously or unconsciously, I was equally responsible for forcing a new chapter in Gerardo's book to begin. I was satisfied with how it had finally worked out, even though my heart pounded every time I thought about it and the implications. 

	For Daniel, the course of the dinner had been a surprise.  But he had behaved phenomenally well. I had taught him well.  I had warned him that I expected him to behave exquisitely.  I had told him that he should behave as a mere observer, as if he were not there, unless Gerardo or I were not explicitly addressing him.  What I had not told him was why it was necessary for him to behave that way, although that, my husband could possibly imagine.  What Daniel could not have imagined, however, was the apparent turn of events.  You didn't expect me to initially refuse the operation.  I smiled with satisfaction.  Nor that I would eventually agree to it, in exchange for you accompanying me to your home. Since Daniel had washed his hands of the matter like Pilatus, leaving it to me to decide, I had avoided informing him of my plans and my negotiation strategy beforehand. 

	At dinner with my husband, Gerardo had compelled me to go in two days to the appointment with the plastic surgeon at the clinic he had selected.  How could he have made an appointment beforehand?  Or did he expect to get it without any problems in such a short time? [He's in cahoots with the surgeon!  Expect the worst.  Expect an aberration!  There's no way he's going to give you boobs that look halfway natural.  Be warned].  The clinic was apparently one of the best.  I knew it wasn't going to be a cheap procedure.  Gerardo didn't believe in skimping on costs when he wanted something.  Again, I reflected on how Gerardo had handled the situation and questioned my decision.  Had he counted on me to come to an agreement with me?  Had he thought he would succeed with his initial proposal?  Or had he made provision in advance under the heading of expected losses for me to renegotiate some terms downward?  Had I counted from the start that he would accept them, preferring a bird in the hand to a hundred in the air?  {Maybe he had simply made the appointment with the surgeon, not caring about the outcome of the dinner, playing it safe: In the worst case scenario, all he needed to do was cancel it, without assuming any risk or costs}. That explanation reassured me. 

	Daniel drove me to the clinic.  We were silent all the way, both of us reflecting. Are you scared or did you finally get what you wanted from the beginning?  

	-Are you sure? he asked, before walking through the door. 

	I shook my head.  The truth was, I wasn't sure.  I held her hand tightly. That was the only thing that gave me some security. 

	-My name is Gema Avril," I introduced myself to the receptionist.  We have. . .  I have," I corrected myself, "an appointment for. . .  a breast augmentation. unconsciously squeezed my husband's hand. 

	-Oh, yes, Gema Victoria Avril, right? receptionist wanted to confirm unnecessarily, as if she had many clients with the first name Gema and the last name Avril.  And her husband, I suppose? 

	I nodded. 

	-But we are waiting for. . .  -I hesitated.  What was I going to tell him? My boss?  My lover?  The person who was going to pay and decide my tits? -Mr.  Roig 

	-All right.  Well, when he arrives, I will notify the surgeon.  Please wait there," he said, pointing to a modern, hygienic waiting room.  

	If he knew Gerardo, it didn't show. Did he do this with more women and I'm just one of many?  I looked at my husband.  Is this all a joke of yours?  Are you behind it all? But Daniel looked as scared as I was. 

	We had gone ahead and Gerardo had not yet arrived.  We took a seat in the waiting room. Everything here is meant to instill confidence: professionalism, hygiene, high technology. . .  even luxury.  [What if something goes wrong?  What if Gerardo has strange. . .  tastes?  Gerardo appeared punctually, thus preventing me from continuing to torture my mind any longer.  {Yes, please, my head hurts already.  You are so tiresome with your eternal doubts}.  He greeted me modestly with two kisses, but nevertheless put his hand on my backside.  Daniel continued sitting and saw, at his eye level, my boss's hand on my ass.  Before it was Silvestre's ass, until he transferred it to Luis Alberto.  Now it will be my tits that will belong to my lover.  Gerardo did not greet my husband; he only deigned to glance at him fleetingly.  

	-Please come with me," said the receptionist, leading the way. Dr.  Marín del Hierro is ready to attend you. 

	Daniel stood up, but quickly sat back down.  As we had agreed, my husband would not talk to the doctor.  He wasn't going to decide. Neither was I.  He would wait, while my boss and I would go into the office to talk to the plastic surgeon.  Gerardo took my hand and we walked past the receptionist to see the surgeon.  I had no doubt that the receptionist had noticed that I had arrived holding hands with a man - my husband - and that I was now with another man, much older than me.  {She may think he is your father}.  That is, if she hasn't seen the kiss he gave me.  

	The surgeon greeted us politely and inquired about our names, my age and the nature of our relationship. I was surprised that he asked us explicitly, but, in fact, it seemed most logical that he wanted to know what connected me to the person who was accompanying me for this surgery. 

	-It's my lover," I answered him firmly, before Gerardo could say anything.  

	I didn't think it was wise to lie to the doctor; why soften him up by saying he was a friend?  It was necessary for the doctor to know that, besides, I was married, in case something happened.  {Of course, you could also have told him that he's your boss.  That really doesn't matter here.  {Ah, but I don't mean that meaning of boss}.  Silvestre had taught me in the beginning that I shouldn't be ashamed of who I was: having a husband and a lover was not something I had to try to hide unnecessarily.  Nor was it something I went about trumpeting, but if anyone asked me, especially if it was a doctor, I wasn't going to hide my condition from them.  {Well you should have also told him that he's your boss!  You know, that other kind of boss. . . } 

	-And do you have children?  -asked the doctor. If my previous answer surprised or even shocked him, he didn't let it show. 

	[That's because he knows everything.  He's in cahoots with Gerardo!  You'll see what kind of udders he's going to get! ] 

	-Yes, a daughter. She is seventeen. 

	Seventeen years!  How time has passed!  It seems like yesterday, but she's almost a grown-up girl.  

	Did you breastfeed him?  For how long? 

	-Yes, of course.  -Of course I had breastfed her.  I remembered how my breasts had gotten. [Like udders.  Like the ones you're going to have again now! ] I remembered that Vicky hardly suckled at all.  She would get fried and had to be woken up continuously, giving her little pinches on her cheeks, to keep her sucking.  She had not been a big eater since birth, and she was still like that.  What memories. . .  My breasts had grown a lot and all so that my daughter would be too lazy to suck the teat.  And then, when I had stopped breastfeeding her, they had deflated and never regained their original smoothness.  And now here I am.  I told the surgeon, telling him the approximate length of time I had breastfed her.  

	And are you thinking of having more children? 

	The question momentarily paralyzed me.  I had not expected it, even though it was a logical and even predictable question.  I hesitated for a few moments.  The surgeon looked at Gerardo and then at me.  I bit my lip. The truth is that I wouldn't mind becoming a mother again.  But Daniel doesn't want to.  Besides, he's vasectomized.  

	-No.  Not in principle," I answered with several seconds delay. I avoided looking at Gerardo at that moment. 

	The surgeon also asked me if I had allergies, if I had had other surgeries, illnesses and a long etcetera.  With each answer, he took notes of my answers.  

	Finally, he asked me why I wanted to have breast surgery and what result I expected, not only in a physical sense, but above all psychologically.  That was a more complicated question, since, in fact, it had been Gerardo's idea (and possibly my husband's too. . .  or not).  However, since Gerardo had proposed it - demanded it of me - I had had several weeks to reflect on my own motives.  On the one hand, I wanted to satisfy Gerardo; I wanted to take that step to show him my trust in him - and also my submission to him.  It was curious how I had learned to accept the wordsubmission.  At the beginning of my relationship with him, even when he was clearly dominating me with his games of making me undress and masturbate for him, blindfolding me and even handcuffing me, I refused to accept that I was his submissive and he my dominant.  It was just sex, nothing special, I had tried to convince myself, even though I knew that it was precisely this dominant side of him that attracted me.  But of course, I tried to think that I was not going to be a submissive, even though I liked to behave submissively with him 

	Apparently, however, we had now started a new chapter in the book, one in which I did not object to the words submissive and dominant. How could I have tried to fool myself, when I had been consciously reblogging blogs of a certain subject matter?  Those blogs I was browsing, I had found them precisely by searching for words like female submission and even BDSM.  In spite of that, I am still repulsed by those acronyms.  I still don't identify myself with the formalism they evoke, with those pre-established rules, the aesthetics of leather. . .  I'm not into that.  If anything, the conversation with my husband had helped me to accept the facts that were undeniable and with that also the associated words.  Submissive or slave?  Those words have a pre-established meaning, but the reality of every relationship is far more complex than they can encompass.  I am a submissive just as I am a whore, a secretary and a mistress all at the same time.  [And married woman!  Don't forget this].  I was submissive, because, by all accounts, I was, and it would have been useless to deny it.  Even so, I still find it easier to call him boss than Dom or, even worse, Master.  I was much more than a whore and much more than a submissive.  I am more than that, I am less than that. . .  it's different. I was and I wasn't. 

	-I would like to be proud of them again," I answered the surgeon.  It was not a complete answer, but it was a true answer, at least partially, and a valid one.  With age and breastfeeding, they have lost firmness and have deflated.  I think the time has come to get them back in shape, now that I am back in one of the best moments of my life. Nowhave such an active sex life again and am even modeling erotic photos, albeit for a private collection.  

	-So, the idea is to respect the original size and shape and make them look as natural as possible?  -asked the surgeon, trying to summarize the objectives.  Let's take a look. Undress from the waist up, please. 

	-Well, not necessarily," Gerardo interjected, before I could answer, "Why don't you tell us what the possibilities are, so we can get a better idea?  -Then he turned to me and said: "Get undressed, Gema.  That way we can compare better.  -He turned to the surgeon and said: "I have some ideas of what I want, but I think it would be better if you first illustrate all the possibilities of size, shape and procedures that you can offer us. s not limit ourselves to the original; after all, we are here precisely to improve it, aren't we? 

	The surgeon smiled and took several breast prostheses from a cabinet and began to explain the differences in size and shape.  He emphasized the shape, stressing that it was as important, if not more important, than the size. passed the prostheses to my boss to feel. 

	  

	***

	  

	naughtyness869:

	"Surprise!  You're getting the boobs for Gerardo, and just the way HE wants them.  Plus, you now have to entertain (fuck) anyone he says anytime he says.  He could make you pull a train with a dozen old fart friends of his, lol.  And what concession did you get for giving even more of yourself away?  Daniel gets to spend some time there with you.  Invisible.  As a pet for you.  And if Gerado wants him out of the house for whatever reason?  He has to go.  YOU GOT NOTHING, Gema. Excellent negotiation. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	YOU DON'T KNOW ANYTHING, JOHN SNOW!  YOU KNOW NOTHING. 

	Let's see how I can handle this. Have faith in me. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning, from what I read you have accepted the operation.  Do you think you have improved the deal, by getting Daniel to be present on some occasions? I don't see clear. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Not sometimes, but most of the time, though obviously not all of the time either.  And, of course, Gerard can throw him out of the room or send him into the garden, if he wants to. But he knows that, if he were to do so every time, it would be going against the sense of the agreement

	  

	***

	  

	I watched my wife leave with Gerardo's old man, to put on the plastic tits he would choose for her

	What tastes will you have?  

	{She has a good belly, as she said}.   

	Will you want them big?  

	{And he has little hair left on his head}.  

	I don't like them big.   

	{But he's tall.  That disguises the belly}.   

	My eyes go to the big boobs, of course.  I can't help that.   

	{And you have blue eyes}.  

	But aesthetically, I don't like the udders.  

	{Surely he was handsome as a young man}.  

	Surely he will give her big tits.  I don't think he'll give her big tits, but they'll be big, so why else have him put them on her?  

	{If it weren't for how aged it is, it would impress}.  

	Regardless of size, he's not going to want them to look natural.  He's going to want everyone to know that he put them on.  

	{And she likes him.  She'll do anything for him}.  

	And she will accept it.  She'll end up doing anything for him.  

	My mind was a cacophony of thoughts. 

	What will we tell the family?  What explanation will we give them?  Even Vicky doesn't know yet.  Neither do her parents or mine.  

	{The receptionist has already looked sideways several times.  She tried to hide it, but I noticed}.  

	It's going to be too obvious.  

	{The waiter at the Beni's Wagon also looked at us strangely.  It was the same waiter as the one a few days before.  He saw that I gave my wife a chaste piquito.  And then he saw how her lover stuck his tongue all the way in}.  

	But a tattoo with a "G" would be worse, I guess.  

	{The important thing is that Vicky doesn't know}.  

	He will end up getting a tattoo like that too.  

	{You won't be the only one who ends up enjoying your new breasts}.  

	And what else?  

	{What if he ends up getting her pregnant? } 

	How did I get in here?  

	I was starting to get dizzy. 

	Why is it taking so long?  

	{The surgeon will be in the old man's pay.  He will pay him for more than just the procedure}.  

	In the blog of "The submissive flower" it says that the surgeon was a friend of his Master and that. . . .  

	{Or perhaps give you a discount, for payments in kind}.  

	And she was on the verge of agreeing to become pregnant by her Master.  

	-Are you all right? You look pale. 

	No, just. . .  could you get me a glass of water, please? 

	{Why else this clinic and not another? }.  

	But that doesn't happen in reality, does it?  

	{The notary was also a friend of his, so why shouldn't the surgeon be? } 

	In the blog "La flor sumisa" the husband, Javier, ends up taking advantage of other women, with his wife's permission.  They even end up having threesomes.  What about me?  What about him, what else?  

	-Hey!  Hey! Help, please!  He's fainted! 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXVI - OWNERSHIP 

	  

	"We are here to laugh at adversity and live our lives so well that death will tremble to take us. " - Charles Bukowski 

	  

	  

	Gerardo had confirmed to me that he had already set in motion the procedures with the management company to draw up my new contract and include my golden parachute.  The plan was that we would sign it a few days before the date of the surgery.  I had also signed up for a blended master's degree; coincidentally, the university campus was relatively close to my boss's home.  Finally, I had also finalized the departmental reform, after which I would gain in responsibilities and I would have people under my charge, including the handsome and cocky Mario. You can get ready now, handsome. To avoid announcing it and then having me disappear for a week due to sick leave after the operation, Gerardo wanted to make the change once I had returned to work, not before. 

	We had already talked about incorporating other people into our sex life.  Mr.  Ripoll did not count for Gerardo, because he was a client and it was business.  As we had agreed, if I wanted to be Mario's boss and seduce him without negative consequences for him -and for me-, I had to agree to this.  I had no doubt that I was thinking of his best friend, Manolo -the notary-, with whom I had already had some racy scenes during a picnic by his pool. And as if to confirm my suspicion, Gerardo proposed to meet him again. 

	Summer was already slipping away, but it was still warm enough to be in bikinis in the sun.  Manolo's pool could be covered and Gerardo's friend did so at night, to preserve the heat of the water.  It was also semi-heated.  Manolo had assured us that it was still relatively warm and absolutely inviting for a dip.  Gerardo had not even asked me what I thought of his friend Manolo or if I found him attractive.  He had simply instructed me on how he wanted me to seduce him, assuming, and rightly so, that I would readily agree.  Manolo must have been about the same age as Gerardo, although he was much better preserved.  He was not a man I would have turned around for, but physically Gerardo wasn't either, far from it. To be honest, in comparison, Manolo is a silver wolf and Gerardo is a toad.  [Well, you've kissed him and he still hasn't turned into a prince charming.  Ah, no, that's with frogs].  {Prince, I don't know, but blue. . .  have you noticed how he kisses him? } In any case, at this point, there were other things I had learned to appreciate, especially from Gerardo, and I hoped, by extension, from Manolo as well.  [Well, I'm so excited that we are going to shoot the movie Geriatric 3.  At some point do you think about Daniel? ] 

	Gerardo had made me go to the beautician, to the same center as usual.  As usual, I didn't know exactly what to expect.  Not that there was much variety, but I just didn't know; I was at the mercy of whatever my boss decided.  Gerardo had given his instructions to Mari Carme and I had no say in the matter.  The Andalusian beautician who used to attend me never explained beforehand what she was going to do with me, nor did I ask her.  She just did what Gerardo had asked me to do, treatment after treatment.  Most of the things she did for me, especially the haircut and dyeing -both top and bottom- and the rest of the waxing.  Nails were usually done by a colleague.  I was looking forward to the pubic hair.  In Mexico, to my surprise, Gerardo had shaved it off, except for a wide and too long strip, which refused to bend down under my bikini bottoms.  Daniel had loved it, although if it were up to him, I would have shaved it all off.  After the Mexican vacation, Gerardo, however, had ordered me not to shave it again. [See how you're wrong and he and Daniel are not in cahoots against you? ] The incipient doormat scratched my husband's face when I performed cunnilingus.  Daniel had complained about it, but had wiped my bottom nonetheless, when I brought him cum between my legs.  [Not that you left the poor guy any choice].  Mari Carme renewed my dye - up and down - and waxed my legs and armpits.  As for my pubic hair, she waxed my labia completely and outlined the strip, leaving it very similar to how Gerardo had left it in Mexico.  [And so similar that I swear it's identical] Do you see how it could be that Gerardo is in Daniel's service?  Don't you think it's suspicious that he suddenly likes it shaved, when he has always liked my burning jungle?  [Okay, you can see where the strip was going, but it's that it's exact! ] {Are you saying that he could have passed him a picture? }In any case, what seemed clear was that Gerardo wanted me in top condition for our date with his friend. 

	Manolo opened the door to his chalet.  Under his pants a bulge was already showing. Are you that excited already, in anticipation of what you expect to happen?  I hadn't worn a bikini, as Gerardo had said he would take care of that.  He always took care of my bathing suits.  Manolo showed us to the room where we could change; we already knew it from the previous time.  Gerardo accompanied me and handed me there a little gift package with what he supposed to be my bikini.  I wanted to open it right away, but my boss stopped me.  With gifts, my curiosity was infinite and only exceeded by my impatience.  So was I with most secrets.  I confess that I like to gossip.  Strangely enough, however, there were secrets I preferred not to find out, at least not actively.  I had not wanted to inquire at the time about Silvestre and Daniel, although I had finally begun to have my suspicions.  And I didn't want to inquire about the possible hidden relationship my boss and my husband might have.  I felt that trying to find out would break the magic.  If there was something hidden, it would break it. And if there wasn't, why try? 

	-Strip first.  I want to see how they left you downstairs," my boss told me.  And then undress me and help me with the swimsuit. You know how I like it. 

	I obeyed.  Gerardo had already seen me naked many times.  He had seen me with his biological eyes and with his digital eye, the one that immortalized what he saw. knowing that he was inspecting me for his friend, I felt strangely exposed. 

	Gerardo did not comment anything.  He didn't even smile.  He only made a gesture, telling me to help him undress.  As I had done so many times before, I took off his clothes garment by garment.  It was a ritual. I like ritual.  It helps me get into the right mental mode.  But, this time, I felt a tingling in my stomach and I didn't quite know what it was about.  It's because it's been about two weeks since I've done this with him.  Since the trip to Mexico, I hadn't been back in bed with him.  We had gone overtime and done it in the office, but I hadn't gotten to undress him.  I had limited myself to blowing him or presenting my ass to him, reclining on the table, so he could fuck me from behind (vagina) and I could bring my husband a little present.  {And so I could make it clear to him who is the boss in this triangular relationship}.  [There are three bands, but it's not a triangular relationship.  For that, the other two vertices would have to touch].  They have already started to touch.  Little by little.  On this occasion, I kissed his shoes, before I took them off.  And I kissed his feet, before taking off his socks.  And, finally, I kissed his feet, once naked.  I had learned to do that in Mexico.  Obviously, I took off his shoes before I took off his pants.  Actually, it was the first thing I took off.  But Gerardo had also taught me to take off his socks first, before the rest of the clothes.  Naked, kneeling before him, while he was still practically dressed, it didn't take long for me to get wet.  I'm crazy that I like doing this and more so with someone like him.  {And more that it turns you on especially with someone like him!  You've noticed his nails are yellowing, right? } But Daniel has his craziness, so why shouldn't I have mine? Clad in his swimsuit, Gerardo walked out of the room, leaving me alone. 

	When I emerged from the room, the two mature friends were already waiting for me outside, sitting on loungers.  The day was clear.  The sun was shining and the wind was still.  It was a pleasant day, even though it was officially autumn.  Gerardo and Manolo applauded when they saw me and, to my satisfaction, I could see how the notary began to drool.  Apart from the bikini, Gerardo's little package also contained some high-heeled sandals, with a platform, somewhat similar to those used by strippers.  It was not a new gift, as they were the same ones he had already given me the previous time at Manolo's house.  But Gerardo had then taken them home. And he deprived me to do a little dance with them for my husband.  Both men looked me up and down and I felt ashamed, especially for Manolo.  The bikini was white and minimalist.  Gerardo always gives me white bikinis.  It barely covered my breasts and the lower part, at the front, could not quite cover the strip of pubic hair, which stuck out at the top with its reddish color as if it were on fire.  Carelessness or consciously planned?  As with the bikini from Mexico, it was worse to pull the panties up to cover my embarrassment.  It would eventually come down, anyway, and pulling it up only made my vaginal lips - fully waxed - get marked.  At least from the back it was big enough to cover most of my cheeks.  From the front, it looked a lot like the one I had worn in Mexico, but it was a different one.  This one was from the Wicked Weasel brand.  I didn't know why she had given me a new bikini, the same color and nothing new about the one I already had.  At least the one I had worn the previous time at Manolo's house was different.  In any case, both bikinis, the one from Mexico and the one from the previous time, were at Gerardo's house.  The one from the previous time, my boss had taken it home with him, along with the sandals.  The one from Mexico was in the new suitcase he had bought there.  Upon landing in Madrid, Gerardo had insisted that I accompany him home, with the excuse of picking up my original suitcase.  I had refused, thinking of my husband, and Gerardo had taken my new suitcase with all my new belongings that I had bought in Mexico.  Not much, really, but psychologically it was as if I had returned home naked.  I tried to ignore the unaesthetic but clearly intentional fact that my pubic hair was peeking out of my panties. At Manolo's gaze, however, I couldn't help blushing and biting my lower lip. 

	Gerardo told me to go to the kitchen to prepare some drinks for all of us.  I already knew her from the other time and knew the way.  I turned around, allowing them to feast their eyes on my ass - nicely elevated thanks to the heels - as I walked away.  Gerardo and Manolo stayed talking.  I returned with the whiskeys.  Next, it was my turn to get the cigars and the accessories to light them.  This time, Manolo accompanied me inside the house and showed me where everything was.  As he instructed me, he stayed very close to me.  Inevitably, our skins casually brushed against each other.  The contact with her tanned skin made my heart race. I'm crazy.  I'm going to have a threesome with two older men!  

	We returned together to the garden.  Manolo gave way to me and followed me.  Without going vulgarly overboard, I wiggled my ass as I walked.  Gerardo had made it clear to me how he wanted me to seduce his friend. But most of all, he had made it clear to me that he wanted me to seduce him.  First, I lit Gerardo's cigar, taking a few puffs so it would light well.  Then I took the liberty of doing the same with Manolo's.  I didn't light any of them.  I didn't light any of them.  For me, a whole cigar was too much.  I was going to share my boss's.  I sat on his thigh.  As we talked, he passed me his cigar to take a couple of puffs.  The whiskey, however, I had made my own glass.  Thanks to Gerardo, I had taken a liking to this once insufferable brew.  A little alcohol in my veins wouldn't hurt, anyway.  Encouraged, I gave Gerardo a tongue kiss, trying to tease his friend.  My boss's hands caressed my legs and belly.  Emboldened, I got up and sat on Manolo's thigh.  He accepted me willingly and so I shared his cigar with him. Manolo slipped his arm behind my waist and rested his hand on my hip. 

	-Everyone into the water! exclaimed Gerardo, when we finished our cigars. 

	Like kids, we jumped into the pool.  There was a ball floating in the water and Manolo was the first to reach it.  We had already played with the ball the previous time and the game led to funny situations, with almost inappropriate touching, of course one hundred percent caused by the furor of the ball dispute.  I hoped that this time Manolo would take the opportunity to grope me.  After all, if my mission was to seduce him, surely he had already arranged everything with my boss. What's more, he has probably asked him to sleep with me.  He can't resist my charms.  {What if he's already had a taste of you?  What's the deal?  Wasn't he the mystery guest who fucked your mouth the night you danced tango blindfolded? } I don't know if that really happened.  You know me: I'd rather not find out.  Besides, that's not the same as really fucking me.  I can do a lot more if I can see, if I can touch, if I can move. . .  I can make Gerardo really proud of me.  Manolo, however, tried not to overdo it and avoided touching my breasts or nether regions.  He had no problem, however, with touching my legs, my belly or even my armpits.  I got the impression that he was being more cautious than the previous time.  But that doesn't make any sense.  Consequently, I tried to avoid touching his parts, even accidentally.  I couldn't make it too obvious.  Gerard was evidently less careful with me.  He had already touched my clitoris several times, sending electric currents through my body.  

	Exhausted after playing ball and water games, we got out of the water.  I was the last to get out.  I had had to swim to the ladder.  Manolo, however, had climbed out over the edge, athletically pulling himself up like a youngster. Gerardo had tried to imitate him and had also managed to get out over the edge, although with much more difficulty. 

	-What? I asked confused. 

	Manolo had been staring at me with his mouth open, looking me up and down with a mixture of admiration and disbelief.  

	-What is it?  -I repeated.  I smiled, thinking that either he was pulling my leg or he had been impressed with me, despite the fact that the previous time he had even seen me in my topless.  

	I didn't understand what could be causing that reaction, but Manolo kept gawking at me.  Finally, I looked down and looked at myself. WHAT!  OH!  The white bikini was completely transparent, bra and panties!  When dry I hadn't noticed anything unusual, but with the water it had become transparent and my nipples and full strip of pubic hair were showing without too much hindrance.  I had no doubt that my vaginal lips would also be visible, if I spread my legs a little.  I felt ashamed and even angry at the trap Gerardo had set for me.  Now I understand why he gave me a new bikini.  Every time he finds a new way to humiliate me.  First in Mexico, he makes my pubic hair show through the top.  And now, he's added that the bikini is transparent.  Why, by the way, doesn't he just present me naked?  {Because it's much more humiliating that way, my dear.  Completely naked, would you bite your lip, like you're doing now? } My anger didn't last long, for what had we come for, anyway, if not to see each other naked?  Among other things.  

	My boss helped his friend out of his paralysis.  He took the sunscreen and offered it to him.  Clearly, his intention was for his friend to apply it to me. But as modest as Manolo is behaving - modest enough to be about to have a threesome - he is able to apply it to himself instead of me.  Gerardo then excused himself and went into the house, leaving the two of us alone.  Before going to visit Manolo, Gerardo had instructed me.  He had explained what he expected of me.  He wanted me to seduce his friend.  He wanted me to get to sleep with him.  He made that very clear.  But he had warned me that his friend was somewhat special.  While he wanted me to take initiatives with him to seduce him, I was not to kiss him, nor was I to touch his package.  "I want you to seduce him, not rape or assault him," he had warned me.  That he emphasized.  Her words had left me dumbfounded.  I had found it a surprising and humiliating statement.  Do you think I'm so far gone that I'm throwing myself on top of old men with my legs spread wide and my pussy wet?  Likewise, I was not supposed to, for example, take his hand and put it on my breasts.  I was to get Manolo to touch me of his own free will, without forcing him at any time.  "With Mario, do as you wish.  But with Manolo, you must seduce him.  Let him take the step and don't be too obvious," he had told me.  It reminds me, in a way, of my beginnings with him, with Gerardo.  He waited for me to take the step.  He seduced me, without putting his hand on me.  It's the same thing, but in reverse.  I did not quite understand why, but Gerardo had asked me and the reasons did not matter.  However, I absolutely had to succeed in seducing him that day.  That was also emphasized and several times, moreover.  It was the mission he had given me and he had warned me that, in case of failure, he would punish me severely.  He had never really punished me.  He had given me a few spankings, but not as a punishment, strictly speaking.  But, supposedly, we are now at a new level in this game.  He might actually punish me.  Anyway, I didn't plan to fail. Whatever I did, I always did well, or at least tried to. 

	Manolo began to apply the cream on my feet and legs.  I remembered that story with which my husband had managed to excite me to get me started as ahotwife.  In Silvana's story, Toples on the beach, the horny guy applies sunscreen on the unwary and horny wife in the making.  He starts on her legs and back, but soon he's rubbing her ass and making her panties into a thong.  Then, he makes her turn around to grope her tits, which is when the future cuckold can no longer hold in his jealousy and intervenes - in vain, of course, in the face of the cuckold's determination, the wife's arousal and the husband's irrepressible cuckold fascination.  Here, however, the opposite was happening and it was frustrating.  Manolo was being overly cautious.  I don't get it.  The previous time he was cautious too, but he took more liberties than now.  I silently thanked Gerardo for buying me that transparent bikini.  This would make my work of seduction much easier.  

	While Manolo applied the cream, I seductively moved my hips, although without exaggeration. Could you resist that?  Could you refuse to apply cream on my tits or on my chirri, to avoid that, due to the degree of transparency, the sun would end up burning them?  You are going to fuck me.  Gerardo ordered me to do it and I will not fail.  The notary spread the cream over my body, visibly excited.  The bulge under his tight swimsuit didn't lie.  If he's so excited and I'm so willing, what's wrong with him that he won't take the plunge?  He reached down to the bottom of the bikini, but his fingers skirted it without touching it.  Likewise, he applied the cream over my buttocks, but avoided touching my panties at all times.  The fabric of my bikini was the impassable border.  As if he was afraid of getting burned, his fingers did not dare to enter supposedly forbidden territory.  He's special.  

	Without a doubt, Manolo was the shy type.  None of my sexual partners had been shy.  My first boyfriend was not, not at all.  Neither was Silvestre, much less Luis Alberto.  Gerardo was not shy either, although he had waited respectfully for me to take the first step.  Mr.  Ripoll. . .  to him I was little more than a common whore.  No, Mr.  Ripoll was a clown, but he was not shy.  Of all of them, my husband had been the shyest of them all. But that was because he loved and respected me.  He was in love with me from the first moment.  {You forget the fat boy.  That one was shy}.  [The fat boy Luis Alberto rented her from?  Well, he wasn't shy with her, apart from stuttering].  {He was shy.  That he wasn't like that was only because she was tied up}.  

	Manolo got up and stood behind me to rub my back. 

	It would be so easy, if only I could take her hand to put it on top of my buttocks, so she could grip them tightly.  Or if I could give him a kiss.  But Gerard forbade me to take that kind of initiative.  It looked like his cock was going to burst his swimsuit, but Manolo didn't decide to attack.  His movements were sensual, yes, but they were always at least one step away from being considered overtly sexual.  I have to take action or we're not going anywhere, like this.  I turned and hugged him, pressing my body against his.  I slipped my hands behind his neck and looked into his eyes.  I'm not doing anything forbidden.  Manolo responded to my gaze with an unsure smile and looked down.  However, he continued to smear the cream on my back.  In a way, we were embracing each other, but it wasn't taking off.  Something is wrong here.  If I could kiss him, everything would be easier.  Do I have to beg him?  How humiliating!  {You shouldn't.  But don't complain, the humiliation is turning you on.  Look at your nipples! } One thing would necessarily lead to another.  But it shouldn't.  Her hands were near the back of my bikini top and, for an instant, I hoped she would undo it.  He'd already seen me in my topless last time.  But he didn't.  He doesn't like my breasts!  I couldn't do it either, this time: Gerardo had made it explicit that I couldn't take off my clothes.  Manolo had to do it, if he really wanted to.  His friend could touch me anywhere, take off my clothes, kiss me. . .  whatever he wanted with me.  But I should not force the situation. I had thought it would be easier to seduce his friend, but I could see that it was going to be more complicated than expected. 

	"Manolo loved the foot massage you gave him last time," Gerardo had reminded me.  Now I understood that maybe it was a clue, a tool to use to succeed in my mission.  Since we were not moving forward by this current route -and I was not willing to fail-, I took Manolo by the hand and led him to the lounger.  Next, I took the cream and began to rub it first on his legs, then down his calves to his feet.  Gerardo had taught me how to massage feet and I knew how to do it with devotion.  Manolo purred. Maybe, if I could relax him like this. . .  I spent a lot of time on his feet, I guessed that was allowed.  Why else would Gerardo have given me that hint?  [Well, to trick you, boba, and make you fail. ] Manolo was ecstatic.  From excited to ecstatic. . .  a breakthrough.  Gerardo, meanwhile, had not yet reappeared.  It seemed that he wanted to give us space for intimacy so that he could seduce his friend in private.  

	I left her feet and sat next to her on the lounger.  It was time to apply the cream on her torso.  His nipples were not a forbidden area - only his package and mouth were - and I was only going to help him with the sunscreen; it was nothing overtly sexual.  Manolo closed his eyes. almost moaned, but his hands made no attempt to touch me lewdly. Come on!  You're looking forward to it.  And so am I.  I would have sat on top of him, on top of him.  I would have sat on top of him, on top of his hard cock, but that wasn't supposed to do it either: it was too blatantly sexual.  That's how whores must feel in brothels, trying to seduce clients to get them into the bedrooms so they can get paid.  I couldn't force it on Manolo; he had to be the one to take the sexual initiative.  It's a stupid rule.  Since when does a woman take the initiative like that?  I'm used to men taking the initiative with me.  Only with Gerardo, at first, was the exception.  It was curious, because the previous time at Manolo's house I had not had those limitations.  Nor the mission to seduce him.  And now that I had to do it, I did not have my best weapons.  But I still had his face.  I applied cream and began to give him a facial massage, with the same pampering I had previously dedicated to his feet.  Manolo was still purring.  You're liking it.  You like me.  I was excited.  So, what are you waiting for?  Attack!  I'm yours.  Gerardo said you can do whatever you want with me.  I remembered that, already on the previous occasion, the peculiar notary had avoided the areas covered by my bikini and even my breasts, although I had stayed in my topless.  He doesn't like my boobs.  At the time, it seemed normal to me, since we didn't have Gerardo's permission to do anything else, neither he nor I.  I had to do it.  At least that I knew of.  It had seemed to me that Manolo had held back to respect his friend.  His behavior had made sense.  But now that Gerardo had opened the doors?  {Well, actually, your doors.  Maybe he doesn't know his doors are open, too}.  That was the only possible explanation.  But why hadn't he told her? 

	I brought my face close to hers and whispered in her ear, "I like you.  

	Manolo groaned. 

	Did I like Manolo? {Oh, oh!  I think you just got disqualified.  You've crossed the line}.  No, I didn't!  I. . .  I like. . .  as a notary.  Did I like Manolo?  That wasn't easy to answer.  Not bad, for his age.  In fact, he was noticeably better than Gerardo, at least on a purely physical level.  But, although perhaps he had learned to take a liking to older men, he was not a young man with a gym body.  My husband was already pissed off the previous time.  {So what?  He has no right to be pissed off about that.  You're the boss.  You decide who you sleep with.  It would be more wrong! } In the old days, I wouldn't have even considered it, but my way of thinking and what turned me on had changed.  And why couldn't they have?  Why not do it with him?  [Gerentophobic!  And you, gerentophobic!  You're beginning to sound like my husband.  Manolo wasn't so bad either.  Without Gerardo, I wouldn't have considered having sex with him.  [One old man is fine.  But two or three. . .  Gerentophiliac!  When are you going to open the nursing home!  Without Gerardo in the middle, by the way, and with a dominant Manolo, you would have considered choosing him as. . .  boss.  And under the circumstances, in comparison, you would have made Daniel happy.  You still have time. . . ]But with Gerardo, things were different.  He was going to seduce his friend and we were going to have a threesome! 

	As if he had heard my thoughts, Gerardo appeared at once.  Manolo was still with his eyes closed.  Inadvertently, I gestured to my boss: "I'm sorry.  I just don't know what's going on.  Forgive me for not having succeeded, yet.  

	Come, I don't want you to get burned," said my boss. 

	I left Manolo and heeled towards him. Manolo is an impossible mission.  Specialito?  He is not a gay who does not want to come out of the closet and confess to being straight or, at least, bisexual?  I can't explain it.  With the sound of my heels clicking away, Manolo came out of ecstasy and opened his eyes.  I gave the cream to my boss.  Gerardo instructed me to sit on the edge of the lounger, between his spread legs.  As soon as I had sat down, he began to apply the sunscreen shamelessly, where Manolo had not dared.  He did it roughly.  He reached under my panties and bikini top, massaging and rubbing my parts.  He did it without delicacy or sensuality.  His deft fingers, however, found that my little button had swollen, which was a clear indication that I had become aroused by the situation; he didn't need to stick his fingers in my vagina.  This time I was the one moaning.  Gerardo continued to smear the cream all over my body in a somewhat rough manner.  Although he had already smeared my tits and sex underneath my bikini, his hand slid again and again underneath the fabric, rubbing me hard all over.  He had never touched me in such a rough way before.  If his caresses had been characterized by anything so far, it was because they managed to electrify my skin and give me goose bumps like only my husband could.  But, at that moment, Gerardo wasn't taking any care.  His rough hands were rubbing all over my skin energetically and roughly.  They rubbed my belly.  Then they would go under the fabric of my bra and rub my breasts.  Then they would come out of there and rub my arms, jump up my legs. . .  get under the fabric of my bikini top and linger for a couple of seconds rubbing my clitoris and vulva.  This was not how I liked it.  Nevertheless, I moaned every time he rubbed my clit.  Sitting on the edge of the lounger, between my boss's legs, Gerardo kept me turned towards his friend, who was watching us with wide eyes, incredulous or excited.  Or both.  Gerardo's rubbing wouldn't normally have been pleasant, but I was aroused.  Besides, I had a mission to accomplish.  I looked at Manolo, trying to tell him with my eyes what he was missing out on, by not taking one more little step.  "This pussy can be yours, if you want it.  You just have to pull down my panties.  I know how to do wonders with this body.  Take the initiative! ", I silently telegraphed to her with my eyes.  And what my eyes didn't telegraph, my face did: Look how Gerardo handles me.  I am his.  And I can be yours, if you want.  My boss said you can do whatever you want with me today.  

	The previous time at Manolo's house, Gerardo had taken off my bikini top and massaged my naked tits.  This time, I still had my bikini top on, but as it became transparent, wet as it was, it was as if I were naked. My nipples and clitoris were showing under the fabric. 

	-It's your turn with the cream," my boss told me.  

	As abruptly as I had rubbed myself, I had stopped.  I had stopped masturbating, just as I was about to cum. He knows me well.  He knows when I'm about to cum.  Even my husband doesn't know me that well, in that respect.  Frustrated and excited, I reached forward for the bottle of cream, ready to give it a good massage, so Manolo could see what he was missing.  Gerardo, however, pushed the jar away the moment I touched it with my fingertips and threw it to the floor.  It landed at the other end of the garden.  

	I looked at him puzzled.  Had he been angry with me? What had I done wrong?  Had he heard me whisper to his friend that I liked him and was he angry at me for transgressing a not-so-clear rule he had imposed? 

	With a curt gesture, my boss told me to go get him.  I understood the gesture instantly, but I froze, because I didn't know what he wanted.  I knew what he wanted, but I did not know what he wanted.  I knew what he wanted, but. . .  Gerardo did not repeat the gesture.  He stood waiting quietly, with his arm outstretched, pointing to where the canister of sunscreen had landed.  He had never done that before.  Finally, I snapped out of my paralysis.  I swallowed saliva and walked to the canister.  Manolo would have a nice view of my ass, wobbling.  I exaggerated my gait a bit, moving more sinuously than necessary.  Next, I bent down to pick up the boat.  I avoided bending my knees, though. While we're playing. . .  I remembered that lesson from Silvestre. 

	With the boat in my hand, I turned around, ready to go back and give my boss a well-deserved massage.  However, Gerardo waved and stopped me.  He then made another one.  I bent down and got on my knees on the grass.  We had done that before. I learned more than one thing in Mexico. It was the signal to kneel down to kiss him or massage his feet. 

	-Do you want to give me a foot massage? he asked. 

	I nodded.  Actually, I didn't know if I wanted to do it. At least, I didn't know if I wanted to do it that way, with that indication, in front of his friend. 

	Then ask for it. 

	What exactly did Manolo know about our relationship? My heart was beating fast. 

	-May I please give you a foot massage?  -I begged.  Please," I added.  We had played that game in Mexico, too.  Besides, I didn't have to be very smart to know what she wanted to hear.  

	Do you want to show Manolo the power you have over me?  Do you want to stimulate his interest in me through games of dominance and submission?  [Do you think Manolo is into this too? ] {Of course!  Who isn't, if you ask him to do it like this? } 

	Gerardo made a gesture with his hand and I started crawling towards him on all fours.  It wasn't the first time he had done that. I hadn't even taken two steps when he stopped me. 

	If you're a little dog, why are you carrying the can in your hand?  Shouldn't you be carrying it in your mouth? 

	That's a new one.  My heart skipped a beat.  Puppy?  I prefer kitty.  A follower had made a comment about it, but I couldn't remember who it was.  Had it been an anonymous or someone with a name?  And what had he suggested, exactly?  I preferred to be a kitten, nonetheless.  {But you'll be whatever Gerard wants, of course}.  [Yes, soon a milk cow].  That animal had not been suggested by anyone yet, as far as I could remember.  I clutched the boat in my teeth and began to crawl back to my boss.  In the pool we had played like kids with the ball.  We had laughed and screamed.  But now, we are all serious.  Everything is silent.  I heard my heart pumping in my head.  I looked sideways at Manolo.  The notary was watching in amazement, touching the outside of his swimsuit bulge.  {The notary is going to take note of what a bitch you are, so he can attest to it.  He can notarize it, if he wants to}.  Maybe we're not going the wrong way.  Maybe I'll get my mission accomplished after all.  

	I made it to my boss.  The grass was soft and cool, but the terrazzo, where the loungers were, was hard and rough and made my knees ache.  Fortunately, it was only a couple of meters on the hard terrazzo.  The rest had been on the grass.  Gerardo was still sitting on the lounger.  When I reached him, he offered me his foot. opened the jar to apply cream. 

	-Aren't you forgetting something? he asked. 

	What could I be missing?  

	-Please, can I please, please give you a foot massage? begged again. 

	-Of course you can. But only if you show how much you want it first. 

	I looked at him blankly. 

	-Kiss them! If you do it right, I'll let you give me a massage. 

	Kiss them?  In front of Manolo?  He had kissed them before, but doing it in front of his friend, a notary, no less? {Do you consider that more intimate than fucking and sucking? } I knew a fleeting kiss wasn't going to be enough.  She was relatively inexperienced at this, but not dumb.  

	Manolo rubbed his member over his swimsuit.  He watched the scene, engrossed. {See?  This turns him on.  You've got it in the pot} [Have you no dignity?  What's your next achievement?  Gerardo decides on one breast and Manolo on the other?  And Daniel on neither. . . ] 

	Wait, maybe this will help you," said Gerardo and produced a bandage from somewhere. 

	He looked at me.  And I looked at him. Finally, I nodded. 

	Ask Manolo to put it on for you. 

	I hesitated whether to get up or crawl towards Manolo. But if he gets off on this kind of game. . .  With the blindfold between my teeth, I crawled towards him on the hard floor.  The distance was only a couple of meters.  Phew!  I didn't expect this to go this way.  I was completely humiliated, but I was excited.  [Keep it up and soon you'll be reciting the synonyms for bitch in different languages.  Forget whore.  You've moved up the ladder].  Manolo took the blindfold from my mouth.  I took the opportunity to moisten my lips with my tongue, partly because I needed it and partly to provoke him.  Blindfolded, I crawled back to my boss. groped blindly until I touched his foot. 

	-Can I. . . ?  -Can I. . .  kiss him, please? 

	Of course you can. 

	I bent my head and kissed his instep with my lips. I can't see Manolo.  He is not here.  He can't see me.  With the blindfold it was getting easier to concentrate solely on my boss.  Then I gave him another little kiss and then another and. . .  I ran my lips over the top surface of his foot.  I was really getting into the submissive role.  [And you want Daniel to witness this?  He'll never accept it!  He will disown you].  The blindfold had helped me ignore my inhibitions.  {A gag for my little sister voice, "the negative", would be more useful}.  It was just Gerardo and me.  And my damn little voices.  {And Manolo, who is watching you}.  {Maybe he's even jerking off, now that you can't see him.  Or maybe he's recording you, to attest to your exploits and provide evidence, if necessary.  Which do you prefer? } My world slowed down and came down to something very simple: following my boss's instructions. I finished with one foot and did the same with the other. 

	-May I please give you a foot massage now? submissively. 

	-I'm afraid not yet, little bitch. Your kisses were lovely, but you lacked some passion. . .  some tongue. . .  and. . .  you forgot all about the plant and your fingers.  Do you think you can do better? 

	[Doggy.  Dogs lick feet.  Doesn't it disgust you? ] {Perra, bitch, Hündin, chienne. . . } 

	I held my breath.  There were things that were not easy to overcome; there were taboos.  Licking her feet?  I had never done that before.  And now, he was asking me to do it in frontAnd underneath. . .  and his toes too?  But I had broken other taboos; I had overcome other barriers.  Anal sex. . .  my first cum in my mouth. . .  [Sex with an old man! ] I had overcome them and now it was something I liked.  [Do you think this is like smoking or drinking whiskey? ] These were acquired tastes and habits.  {No, no.  What excites you - both of us, actually, is precisely that it's not a habit, but a barrier}.  We had been in the pool; the chlorinated water would have cleaned his feet well. . .  It is true that perhaps there are things that are too soon for my beloved husband to witness.  I felt with my hands as Gerard pointed his foot upward.  I bent my head and kissed the sole of his foot.  I then repeated the kiss, licking lightly with my tongue.  I was starting to get used to it.  With the blindfold on, it wasn't so unpleasant either.  {I repeat, you're wrong.  The moment it stops being so, it will stop turning you on and then you'll really stop doing it}.  I slowly worked my way up and down her foot, alternating kisses and licks.  I can do it.  

	-Can I give you a foot massage, please? I like them so much," I said, satisfied that I had been able to overcome one of my barriers. 

	-Of course, but you're still missing something.  I was hoping you would suck my fingers and show Manolo what a slick little mouth you have.  But maybe you don't like it as much as I thought. Maybe I was wrong about you. 

	It took me a few seconds to recover.  Gerardo was pushing me again towards a new barrier. Is it a barrier or a cliff?  [You're already in free fall, you just haven't realized it yet. ] {But that's what you wanted deep down, isn't it? } That was what attracted me to Gerardo.  But now, everything was going much faster than usual and, besides, Manolo was present. I felt dizzy. 

	  

	***

	  

	sailasub: 

	"Hi Gema.  Nice Blog and great story telling.  I would have liked to see a more complete ending to the visit with Manuelo - how you left and if it was awkward not to satisfy him.  I also want to suggest to you why Daniel doesn't like you having sex with old men: I think he projects what he thinks is attractive in men onto what he would choose for your lovers.  We men are more physically oriented. He wants your lover to be superior and he doesn't grasp the mental grip that Gerardo has on you

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think you are right about Daniel. 

	All what happened at Manolo's house was awkward.  I don't know who was teasing who.  Considering that he seems to be Gerardo's best friend, it's probably not finished yet.  We left normally. I gave him two kisses, as usual in Spain

	  

	***

	  

	There was not only the size, but also the shape of the implant.  That thought did not leave my mind. Gerardo is going to decide whether he wants it circular or anatomical.  As far as the doctor was concerned, of course I would be the one to decide, but as far as I was concerned, it would be my boss.  It was our second visit and the surgeon informed us about the different ways of placement: under my pectoral muscle or in front, with access through the areola, armpit or under the breasts.  The doctor offered us the possibility of making a simulation using a special bra in which the implant would be inserted and that would help us to decide.  Of course, we gladly accepted and, to begin with, Gerardo decided on one of the larger circular implants.  The weight was remarkable and I had no doubt that, if I opted for that implant, it would end up causing me back problems.  Gerardo circled around me, watching me from all angles like a predator playing with its helpless prey. Then he pounced on me from behind and grabbed my breasts through my bra, massaging them and assessing their sensations. 

	It's not just about me," my boss excused himself to the surgeon, "I have to think of the clients as well," he added unnecessarily and completely out of place

	I felt humiliated at that moment. What is the doctor going to think of me now?  It was clear, although he didn't say anything.  The surgeon was a good professional and hid it well.  He must have seen worse things and he must be used to everything: real whores, porn actresses. . .  I couldn't object either, since, after all, Gerardo had not told any lies.  It was only questionable that he used the plural of that word.  Why did he do it?  What did he have in mind?  I only have Mr.  Ripoll as a client.  [Real whores, you were saying? ] 

	've already decided," said my boss, "but I'd rather think about it first and come back another day

	-Of course, very understandable.  Take your time," said the surgeon.  It is important that you are completely comfortable with what you decide. Just a word of advice: if there's one thing most women regret, it's not going up a size. 

	On the short walk back to the waiting room, I bombarded him with countless ways of asking the same question:What the hell have you decided?  But Gerardo refused to answer me, and he called me in for the next visit to the clinic.  Are you going to keep me waiting all weekend, beating my head in agony?  On the way back, already in the car, Daniel asked me the same question, but, evidently, I could not clear his doubts.  

	Suffering those nerves, however, had its reward.  When I got home, my husband made love to me with unusual fierceness, taking advantage of the fact that I was uncaged.  Daniel had asked me to uncage him during the decision process and until the surgery, and I had agreed.  He had promised me that he would not question my decision to have the breast augmentation nor that Gerardo would be the one to decide, even if his libido dropped after cumming.  He had argued that since after the surgery I would have my tits caged behind bandages, there would be time for me to cage him again.  So far, my husband was behaving well. [Oops, your paranoia about Daniel and Gerardo being in cahoots, as he was with Silvestre at the time, will turn out to be well-founded. ]So it turned out that Daniel and I were sexually active as rabbits, with each other and in a traditional way, too! 

	 Whatever Gerardo decided, my breasts would never be the same again.  That was clear.  Neither would they be the ones I had when I was young and a virgin, nor would they be the ones I had now, being a mother and a whore.  If anything, they would be more like the ones I had had while breastfeeding, at least in size.  Gerard had shown his cards and I had been able to deduce that from them.  What I had yet to find out was what particular card he would play.  I had been researching on the Internet and some of the shapes -size aside- were calledgummy bear tits.  They were the least natural, though not the least pretty, at least from a male point of view.  {Remember Gerardo mentioned clients, plural? } 

	Daniel was pampering my breasts in such a way that I almost regretted agreeing to the operation. {And there goes your conspiracy theories down the toilet} Why did I want new breasts when my current ones were working just fine?  {Perhaps for your clients? } I only have one and I don't care too much about your opinion.  {Mr.  Ripoll?  Or do you mean Gerardo?  Because, if he pays you, isn't he also a client? } 

	  

	***

	  

	sum44: 

	"The picture of the cuckold handcuffed and sitting, while his wife fucks her male, is quite meaningful to me.  I first saw that image in a Sam Peckipach movie:The Getaway.  (Aside from that morbid scene, it's a great movie that I recommend you watch).  In the movie, on the run, a burglar takes refuge in a random house.  In it lives a couple.  She is a very sensual and hot looking woman.  He is a man with a rather sheepish and wimpy face.  The thief, in a dominant and aggressive way, fucks the woman (who loves to finally fuck a good man), while the cuckold is kept tied up and sitting on a chair.  That scene is significant for me, because that's when I realized that I liked being a cuckold (I liked being submissive; I had already discovered that before, watching another movie -also a very good one-, called Night Porter. 

	I also wanted to tell you that, although I know my intimate desires, I also feel like a vicious slave of my lust and there is something inside me that tells me that it is not right. But passion gets the better of me. 

	Best regards and good luck

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for sharing your thoughts,sum44.  Why do you say it's not right?  What's wrong with you enjoying watching your wife enjoy herself? 

	  

	sum44: 

	"What do people think when they see someone talking to himself on the street?  Well, that he's a nut.  What no one realizes is that we all do exactly the same thing: we don't stop for a second from constantly talking to ourselves; we just don't do it out loud. That constant self-verbiage basically has three topics of conversation: our worries, unresolved issues from the past and our desires (which often turn into vices). 

	The problem with this is that this continuous self-verbiage turns us into egomaniac and self-centered beings, because we spend our lives absorbed in ourselves (absorbed, thinking about our worries and desires).  Speaking specifically of desires, almost all of us are enslaved by them.  Some by gluttony (the extreme case are drunkards, drug addicts or morbidly obese people), others by lust (as in my case) and others by greed (for money, power, social prestige, etc. ).  And the problem is that there is never satisfaction; one always wants more; there is never enough; anxiety is continuous.  You will be able to see for yourself, because you will always want more, to go further, to do more and more perverse and daring things.  But the more we are devoted to our desires, the more and more egomaniacal we become, because the more slaves we are to them.  And this turns us into capricious, fickle and fickle beings.  This makes us monotonous and without energy.  

	I guess I'm not the only one who has an inner voice telling me it's not right. You have it too, or at least you did, didn't you? 

	P. S. : I wanted to praise your exquisite good taste with the photos, your refined sensuality that, however perverse and lascivious, does not have to lose good taste and sense of aesthetics.  Maybe you are a Libra? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're right, we all do.  I, in fact, have three inner voices: my own and two little voices that claim to be my conscience, but that mainly seem to be there to nag me and make me indecisive and question everything.  This is not a joke or a literary device.  Really (though maybe not so neatly), my mind works like this. I'm Aries,

	  

	Next, I wrote in my blog

	"All the photos I post have something of me in them.  It may be that the model in the photo has some resemblance to me or that I would like to look something like her.  That's why I don't usually post photos of blondes or busty models, although sometimes I make an exception if they convey something special to me.  Or maybe I post the photo because she dresses similar to me or because I would like to dress like that.  It could also be that they express a situation I have lived or something I would like to live.  Or something I'm afraid to experience - sometimes I'm not clear when I want something and when it scares me; sometimes both happen at the same time. any case, I don't choose them at random: they have to convey something to me and they have to convey something of me to you

	"Which one do you prefer," I asked my followers in another post, commenting on a photo of two girls in costume, one as an angel and one as a demon. The question really is who do I prefer, do I have enough to be both or should I focus on being just one of them?  

	  

	***

	  

	My breasts were still sore from the operation.  I was also having my period, although I was hardly spotting anymore.  Actually, when I took the pill, it was called withdrawal bleeding, because obviously I was no longer ovulating. If by any chance I did ovulate, we screwed up.  I had neglected my husband for too long.  He had taken care of me postoperatively, but I was not up for anything remotely resembling sex.  The pain had been too severe, but, fortunately, it had begun to subside.  I was still on sick leave and my husband had taken a few days off.  He was downstairs, cleaning the kitchen. His cell phone was in his pocket; he never let go of it. 

	"When you're done, come on up! ", I sent him via WhatsApp. 

	Daniel did not take long to go upstairs.  He went into the bedroom, where I was waiting for him.  He was stunned when he saw me.  I was wearing boots, stockings, a black leather skirt and a red leatherette bra with several buttons undone. I had to start renewing my wardrobe, as there were clothes that no longer fit me. 

	Get undressed! 

	Daniel came out of his paralysis.  Nervous with excitement, he began to undress.  Similar to how I was doing with Gerardo, I had taught my husband to take off garment by garment and place them one by one on his chair in the dressing room.  Of course, that meant several trips for him.  My husband wore turquoise panties that looked very cute on him.  He only rarely wore briefs anymore.  When he was about to take them off, I stopped him.  I jumped out of bed and approached him.  He was holding a dog collar that I had bought him the other day and that we had not yet used for the first time. Doggy?  Let's see who is the dog here?  It was, of course, pink.  No, it doesn't go well with the turquoise panties.  Maybe I should buy a collar in each color, to match his panties.  I walked behind him and put it on.  I almost had the wrong size: it fit her just right. was a little tight, but that wasn't necessarily a bad thing. 

	Go get the leash! 

	We had a dog, a beautiful orange-brown Shiba Inu.  The dog - she was a female - had been bought by Daniel for him and our daughter about four years ago.  Like all Nordic breeds, she was very stubborn, not very obedient and always ready to show that she had a will of her own.  For several months now, Daniel had started joking that she looked like me, but I disagreed. I am obedient. . .  with the right man.  Dogs tend to resemble their masters and the dog was my husband's, not mine.  In stubbornness she takes after you, although you have improved in that respect lately.  I, in fact, had given me a hard time at the time, buying her.  I wasn't much of an animal person, at least at first, although I had grown fond of her over time.  The dog had given us the excuse to go out for walks together (except in winter, which was too cold for my taste) and to chat about our things.  Of course, for hygiene reasons, the dog was always outside, in the garden.  Vicky, for her part, had been enthusiastic at first about the idea of having a dog, but then she hadn't taken any notice of it.  Our daughter had her own teenage problems to worry about.  

	But it's out in the garden," my husband objected. 

	-¿Y? 

	-I can't go out like this.  -She gestured to her panties.  What if the neighbors see me? You know, Rosa doesn't miss any detail," insisted Daniel. 

	-Bad luck then, I guess," I blurted out mercilessly.  La Rosa was the neighbor across the street.  That was not her name, but we had renamed her Rosa Ruano in reference to Rosa Ruano, the gossipy neighbor from the seriesLos Protegidos.  Daniel was not a fan of Spanish series - quite the opposite of me - but because it incorporated science fiction elements, he found the series tolerable and we watched it together.  La Rosa, our neighbor across the street, spent most of her time gossiping through the window.  She rivaled the other neighbor we had, whom my husband had baptized Hawkeye, because he also liked to gossip.  Despite the gossipy neighbors we had, it was unlikely that they would catch my husband and even less likely that they would notice that instead of shorts or underwear, he was actually wearing panties.  -Go get the mail!  -I insisted.  I do worse things with Gerardo.  Surely you can do this.  

	Daniel hesitated for a few seconds, but eventually gave in.  With the pink necklace on and the turquoise panties on, he went downstairs.  Barely a minute later, I heard the door to the house close. Certainly, if the Rose can see me with my breast surgery, you can also bear to see me in that getup, no matter how unmanly it is.  At this point, there were things that mattered very little. Whatever we did, they were going to think badly of me. 

	Daniel was soon back in the bedroom. He had moved as fast as lightning. 

	-See, that wasn't so hard either, was it? asked with a hint of mockery. 

	No.  I guess not," my husband agreed, mumbling. 

	No, what? 

	No, ma'am. 

	Ma'am?  Am I a ma'am now? 

	It had been a while since we had played these games and, apparently, my husband had already forgotten how to treat me. [You can count your blessings that he calls you ma'am, after what you told him you did with Gerardo and Manolo. ] I might have to remind him. I took the leash and hooked it to the collar. 

	No, princess. 

	-Princess?  -I rebuked him. That wasn't the term I was supposed to use either. 

	Daniel swallow. 

	-I'm sorry. No, my Goddess. 

	-Aha, better. Finally.  Take off your panties and get down onknees! 

	My husband was ready to obey, but then I changed my mind and stopped him again

	You'd better kneel down first.  Good!  And now, pull your panties down to your hips. 

	Daniel did as I had instructed. Yes, that's better. had been a good idea not to make her take off her panties at all; it made it look better. 

	Wham! 

	Oh! 

	I had eagerly unloaded the riding crop on her ass, surprising myself by the momentum.  I never used to hit him hard, always afraid of hurting him.  It was a mistake, I knew, but I couldn't help being the way I was.  I wasn't a real dominatrix. Maybe I should take you back to that professional dominatrix. . .  but the truth is you're not giving me an excuse to do it.  

	Wham!  Wham! 

	Daniel jumped up and down in pain. may not have been a true dominatrix, but I felt inspired at that moment. 

	How do you say? 

	Thank you, Goddess. 

	Thank you for what? 

	For taking care of me? 

	-Are you asking or telling?  -I asked.  It was, of course, a rhetorical question, "Come on, walk like a puppy. Ive done this and worse.  If I can do it, so can you.  

	I pulled on the leash and we walked around the bedroom.  Of course, there wasn't much room to walk around, but it was fun to watch her turn around every time we reached a wall.  The floor was porcelain tile and, from my own experience, I knew it was hard.  His knees must have been hurting, but hadn't I been able to handle the hard, rough terrazzo in Manolo's pool? If I can do it, you, as my husband, can too.  After all, I put my tits on for you, too.  I didn't know yet what it would be like to be with my husband at Gerardo's house, but I had better prepare him for anything.  I doubted Gerardo would want to interact with him - let alone train him - but I had other plans.  Being submissive didn't mean I had to give up my own plans.  On the contrary, it meant that I would try to seduce my boss to make my fantasies come true. I knew what suited my husband. 

	Wham!  Wham!  Wh! 

	Ayyyy! 

	-Don't be a complainer. I don't know what will happen at Gerardo's house, but you don't want to give a bad image, do you?  Will you do what he tells you?  Will you obey at first? 

	Yes, Goddess. 

	-You must do whatever I order you to do," I warned him gravely.  We had already discussed this, but it was worth reminding him of it.  D-Day was approaching,or is it G-Day?  You will obey and you will not intervene under any circumstances.  I know you are a faithful puppy, but I need to know that you will not intervene, even if you don't like what you are seeing or hearing.  

	That, I sensed, would be the hardest part.  The problem was not that my husband obeyed Gerardo's orders without complaint. Or mine.  The problem was that he wanted to protect me from him and intervene.  It won't be easy for you to see me like this.  But you'll find it exciting; I'm sure of that.  But you have to be good or it will all fall apart.  Daniel had fainted in the waiting room during the first consultation with my surgeon.  He hadn't said anything to me and had even tried to hide it.  But on the second visit, Daniel had preferred to wait for me outside in the car, instead of accompanying me to the waiting room, and the attentive receptionist had informed me of what had happened on the previous visit.  Daniel had recovered from that attempt almost immediately and had asked the girl not to tell anyone, but she had informed me.  She had been concerned.  It was possible that, despite the supposed discretion, there had been gossip and the receptionist had somehow learned of the nature of our triangular relationship.  It was also possible that she had been able to read the signs herself.  In any case, she had told me and also that Daniel had asked her to keep quiet.  I had not wanted to confront my husband about what had happened.  I didn't want to question his manhood at that moment and draw blood for that moment of weakness, which is how I was sure my husband would interpret it.  However, I had been concerned about his health, especially his mental health.  There was always the risk that I was stretching the rope too far.  {But deep down it's Daniel who wants you to get tits!  You don't change tits like you change shoes].  If she had gone ahead with the operation, it was because she was convinced that, even if at times it made her dizzy -and that was logical, since it did me too-, that was what she really wanted.  Sexually, during the decision process, being uncaged, my husband had been like a speck.  [Yes, but on the third and decisive visit he did not accompany you.  He didn't even stay outside, waiting in the car.  Don't you think that the unexpected business trip could have been an excuse]?  

	Do you promise? 

	Wham! 

	Yes, my Goddess! 

	I took the key and released my husband from his chastity device. 

	Lie down on the pouf! 

	My husband obeyed.  His reddened little ass was pointing upward.  I tied the leash to the leg of the dresser and opened a drawer. pulled out a latex glove and lube. 

	Let's see how your prostate is. 

	Yes, my Goddess," my husband mumbled. 

	I applied lubricant and inserted a finger.  Oddly enough, even though it had been a while since I had penetrated my husband anally, the finger slipped in without any problems. The second finger was more difficult to insert. 

	-Do you like it? asked her, while fucking her little ass with two fingers. 

	Yes, Goddess," my husband admitted, quietly, almost whispering. 

	-Well, it doesn't look like it. You don't even have a hard-on.  Can't you get it up anymore? 

	My husband's face showed a strange mixture of discomfort and excitement.  Depending on the angle of my fingers, one expression predominated over the other.  I adjusted the penetration like an old radio dial, until I got the mix I wanted. A little discomfort was okay.  I don't want you to like this too much either.  

	Answer.  Can't you get it up anymore? 

	The question was unfair, of course.  My husband never got it up when I penetrated him from behind.  It wasn't that he didn't like it, it was simply a physiological reaction, or so he claimed.  Even stimulating his penis at the same time I penetrated him, he had trouble getting an erection. My husband chose not to respond, perhaps out of embarrassment, perhaps because he was concentrating on mastering the different sensations that were invading him. 

	-Pathetic!  -I exclaimed.  Not that I thought so, but it was part of the game. I pulled my fingers out of his ass, took off my glove and lay down on the bed.  Sit on the pouf! 

	Daniel obeyed. 

	-I could hardly see it from here! " It was my fault, of course, as I was a bit nearsighted.  But I was sure my husband would interpret it as being due to the size of his penis.  I reached for my favorite vibrator from under the pillow, spread my legs and started it up. The withdrawal bleeding was barely staining, so it wouldn't be a problem.  Touch it! 

	Without hesitation, my husband began to masturbate and it didn't take him long to get an erection. Is it my imagination or is it true that he is getting smaller and smaller?  The dildo was vibrating deliciously inside me.  I don't think I'm wrong; I have something to compare it to.  At first, Gerardo's was a little smaller than yours, but now it seems yours has shrunk, compared to his.  

	-What do you feel, tied up like a dog, watching me give myself pleasure without needing you? You're not even my plan C anymore.  Even a vibrator is ahead of you.  

	Humiliation," my husband replied after a few seconds. 

	And what are you thinking about? 

	- I think, instead of a vibrator, it's another man. It had taken me a while to respond. 

	Would you like to see me with another man?  Would you like to see me, even with Gerardo? 

	Yes," my husband replied, after hesitating again for a few seconds. 

	Even if I had to tie you up like that, in front of him? 

	This time he did not answer. ducked his head, blushing. 

	You have not answered me. 

	Yes," he whispered. 

	Yes, what? 

	Yes, my Goddess. 

	Yes, my Goddess, what?  And speak loudly, I can hardly hear you. 

	-Yes, my Goddess. I would like to see you enjoy with Gerardo, even if you tied me naked in front of him. 

	-Maybe he'll just let you listen.  That's up to him. I've promised him that you'll obey him the first time.  Will you, no matter what? 

	Yes, my Goddess. 

	His words had excited me.  I crawled toward him across the bed. The pouf he was sitting on was near the footboard. 

	-Don't come!  -I warned her. had not yet earned that privilege. 

	I leaned down until I reached his cock and, to my husband's surprise, I began to suck it.  Several images flashed before my inner eye: Gerardo's cock in my mouth. . .  Mr.  Ripoll's office and me crawling on all fours to him. . .  Gerardo's voice ordering me to suck him and swallow it all.  The latter had not been the case, as Gerardo had never been physically present with Mr.  Ripoll, although he always accompanied me inside me and, besides, I always used a condom with him.  Then I saw myself crawling towards Manolo, humiliating me as if I were a little bitch. Like my husband now.  The vibrations made the climax explode inside me.  I writhed on the bed between moans.  When I finally opened my eyes, my husband was still masturbating, his gaze fixed on me.  Good, you haven't cum.  

	I stood up and reached for a clay pot.  It was a kind of tiny teapot, one of those used as an ornament or to burn spices to scent the room. I took off the lid and gave it to her. 

	-Slide in there. The key was to surprise him. 

	How?  It's very small," my husband objected, incredulously. 

	I took his cock and pulled it down, aiming his glans at the opening of the kettle.  It was very swollen and wouldn't fit.  However, by squeezing his glans between my thumb and forefinger, causing the blood to recede and pushing a little - ignoring my husband's protests - I managed to get his dick into the kettle. It fit him just right and a good part of his frenulum remained outside. 

	-Do you see how it does fit?  Slide inside! repeated the order. 

	Daniel began to move his hand along the length of his cock.  I stroked his balls underneath, to help him stimulate himself.  It didn't take him long to climax and he came with a moan. See, you've been good and you've had your reward.  I could see his penis pulsing and knew he was ejaculating a large amount. His swollen prostate had already warned me about it. 

	Let's see how much it is. 

	My husband tried to remove his cock from the container, but to no avail. 

	-It won't come out, it's stuck," he protested. His glans had swollen again and now it was not coming out of the opening of the kettle. 

	Well, we'll just have to wait," I said calmly.  Or are you in a hurry?  Are you going somewhere? 

	Daniel shook his head. Again, he had blushed. 

	After a minute, the swelling went down and he managed to get it out. Curious, I peered into the teapot, eager to know how much semen he had deposited. 

	-Mother of God! With this you would have gotten me pregnant for sure, if it weren't for the fact that you are sterile. 

	Daniel swelled with pride.  Not only was I sterile, but I was on the pill and having my withdrawal bleeding.  It was triple impossible that I would have gotten pregnant by him if he had cum inside me. It was impossible, but that didn't make the thought any less exciting. 

	-How long had it been since you had cum?  -I asked Daniel, amazed by the abundant cum he had ejaculated into the kettle.  We had agreed that I would re-cage him just before the operation, but in the end I had not. I had had my thoughts elsewhere and had lacked the energy to devote to dominating my husband. 

	Mmm.  I don't know," my husband muttered suspiciously, like a child caught stealing candy. 

	-Yes, you do!  How much? I insisted sternly. 

	About three days. . .  maybe," my husband confessed. 

	Three days?  I did the math quickly.  That's what I figured.  You masturbated in solitary, you bastard!  My husband was a compulsive masturbator and there was no other way to break him of that disgusting habit than to cage him.  But, as I said above, I had missed the agreed date to do it, and so you paid me back for that extra freedom, you fucking cunt!  Somehow, I felt as if he had been unfaithful to me.  In a way, he had betrayed me.  If he was uncaged, when he was, it wasn't for him to touch himself, let alone cum.  I didn't like him masturbating at all.  Fortunately, there was a remedy. I opened the drawer of the bedside table and took out the chastity device. 

	Put it on!  Right now! 

	Mmm.  I can't now," my husband stammered, pointing to his still stiff cock. 

	-Okay, but as soon as you've showered and it's off, you put it on. With the lock,. 

	{You are being too lenient with him.  You haven't even threatened him with punishment for his transgression}.  

	-And now, drink it! ordered him. 

	I can't," my husband refused, shaking his head. 

	{See?  He doesn't take you seriously anymore}.  

	-What do you mean you can't?  Come on, drink it!  

	I obey Gerardo with hardly any resistance, but you often make me fight with you.  Why do you always make it difficult for me?  {You've relaxed for a few weeks and it's gotten out of hand}.  

	I'm sorry, I just. . .  I can't," he said stubbornly. 

	I looked at him sternly. What do you mean you can't?  If I sometimes swallowed his semen and often Gerard's, my husband could surely swallow his own!  He used to do it without too much trouble, either from my pussy or licking it off my skin, depending on where he had cum.  But this was the first time he would take it from a container.  The key was to surprise him.  My husband was being self-centered.  I had treated him to an exciting session he hadn't expected and now he was refusing to do his part.  I should punish you for it.  However, my heart softened.  I lacked the strength.  I had already invested all my dominant energy in this session.  My breasts still ached.  And it is so much easier to be submissive and simply obey.  This is so hard for me.  Dominating my husband amused and excited me.  But it also exhausted me and created a guilty conscience.  

	-All right.  Take that drop and lick it off," There was a large drop of semen on his glans, threatening to fall on the floor.  Come on! I exclaimed with all the severity I was capable of at that moment. 

	Daniel made a disgusted face, but obeyed. picked up the drop with one finger and put it in his mouth, making a disg. 

	-How does it taste?  Do you like it? He thinks that anything can happen at Gerardo's house. 

	  

	***

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Hello Gema.  A pleasure to greet you again, you know.  First of all, thank you for continuing with us, despite some comments and opinions that have hurt you.  I found your simile of the lighthouse with Daniel very beautiful and for me it was a beautiful declaration of the love you feel for Daniel.  I loved it.  I have a doubt that I don't understand: Why for you horns also means punishment?  Is it essential in a hotwife/cuckold relationship? A thousand thanks in advance and for being YOU. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't remember right now making an equivalence between horns and punishment.  Right now I do not fall, but perhaps I have expressed myself badly at some point. I'll tell you what I think

	I consider that in a relationship led by the woman (not to use the wordfemdom, which has stronger connotations) for me it is fundamental that she has the right to cheat on him and that she makes use of that right.  It is not a punishment for him, but a staging of the position of the man and the woman.  It is a way for her to express and secure her freedom and her leadership position.  Moreover, I believe that she can and should cheat on him, without the husband always knowing.  Sometimes she will decide to tell him beforehand, sometimes she will tell him after the fact, and sometimes she will keep it a secret.  The husband should not have the feeling of being in control, he should not have the certainty of knowing what is happening at every moment.  Nor is it a question of hiding it from him, but - quite the contrary - of involving him passively or actively. is as important to involve him as it is to keep some secrets, as long as he knows that she may be keeping them. 

	In a hotwife/cuckold relationship (which is not the same asfemdom; sometimes both conditions are present at the same time, sometimes not), the horns are not a punishment either.  They are a means to arouse the husband and feed his fantasies.  And they are also a means to empower the woman and allow her to embrace and explore her sexuality, far superior in her womanhood to that of any man.  Horns excite the husband and he usually craves them (if he is a cuckold), but they also martyr him.  It's bittersweet for him.  He craves it, but it makes him uncomfortable at the same time. a feeling, according to my husband, very powerful, almost like a drug

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Thank you for your clarifying reply.  My question was about a post you made several days ago, regarding a photo that said: "Honey, you misunderstood; I said horns, not punishment".  And you added the comment: "I can't conceive of one without the other".  That's what I was referring to. Thank you, Gema. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ah, okay, now I remember.  What I meant to say was that I think both punishments and horns are necessary in a female-led couple. I didn't mean to say that horns were a punishment in and

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"That's what I meant, that if for you it was necessary one thing as well as the other.  And that's what I don't understand: Why?  I imagine that this punishment is consensual between the two of you, because I do not conceive it otherwise.  On the contrary, in a relationship dominated by a man, a non-consensual punishment would be mistreatment.  Excuse my ignorance, I find it hard to understand some things in the cuckold world.  For me, it is one thing to give freedom to the wife to discover her sexuality and another to give freedom to punish me. Thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	As I was telling you, not allfemdom relationships(to call them that, for a moment), include horn laying, although, in my opinion, they should.  And not all hotwife/cuckold relationships are femdom at the same time.  Some are hotwife + femdom at the same time, some are not.  There is a lot of overlap between the two worlds, but they are not identical.  

	My relationship is hotwife/cuckold.  So far so clear.  Asfemdom, I wouldn't exactly call it that.  I find it too rigid a term with too many stereotypes associated with it.  I prefer to call it a female-led relationship. I like that term better. 

	Punishments cannot be consensual or they would not be real punishments.  One does not discuss what the husband thinks about the punishment and, if it does not seem right to him, it is not applied.  What is consensual is the type of relationship we have and also my power to punish, as well as the convenience of applying punishments when I think it is appropriate.  Let's say I have a blank check to be able to punish him. He has signed the check -that is the consensual part-, but I put the amount on the check (i. e. , I decide the punishment). 

	But I live in a relationship of love and trust.  I would not apply just any punishment.  I think very carefully about what is convenient.  I can be wrong, of course, and then Daniel must think about whether - as a submissive - to accept it, despite my mistake, to discuss it or to refuse. Just because he has given me a blank check does not mean that he must necessarily do everything I tell him: it is dominance-submission, not real slavery. 

	"For me it's one thing to give freedom to the wife to discover her sexuality and another to give freedom to punish me. " That's exactly what I was telling you.  You like the hotwife/corny part, but not the femdom/submissive part.  Perfect, no problem.  They are two adjacent and overlapping worlds, but they are not identical.  You can perfectly well have a hotwife/corny relationship with no femdom at all.  And neither is this all or nothing; there can be a gradient of grays.  There are men who, for example, would accept a gentle spanking.  Others would accept the chastity device (not necessarily permanently).  It's a matter of you finding what works for you. But be willing to adapt, as this is often dynamic

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Good morning, Gema.  As always, I have my doubts and misgivings with submission and although I try to understand it, at the moment there are things that are impossible for me to digest.  It is assumed that when you love a person in part it is because you like him as he is, you admire him and, somehow, you are attracted to him both physically and mentally. When you humiliate him, as you do with Daniel, degrade him, show him (and yourself) his miseries and see him as he is, hitting rock bottom, isn't there a danger that you will like him less and stop loving him? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"As you said yourself, when you love someone, you love them with all the facets that they have.  And Daniel has that submissive facet (towards me) and that's also something I love in him.  In fact, if he gets off on being humiliated, I get off on humiliating him too.  It's taken us a while to figure it out, especially me, but we've finally found a good balance point that works for both of us.  It's not a day-to-day thing.  Day to day is much more mundane than you might think and which, logically, so as not to bore you, I won't tell you about here.  It's something for one-off situations.  

	I do not undervalue my husband by seeing him submissive and humiliated.  It's a game, nothing more.  And I would not be the one to judge him, as I also have submissive tendencies, although with other men, not with him.  But it is true that the way I see him has changed, just like the way he sees me.  It is simply a change, neither for the better nor for the worse.  We are at a different point, but at a good point. Hitting bottom? " He's still a long way from that. . .  but he'll get

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Hello Gema.  I always look at people's laughter and smiles.  Through it I sense a little more of their character.  Here we do not enjoy much of those moments of laughter of yours, because I guess they are more of your day to day, but I would like to know if you are a person who smiles or laughs a lot every day.  With whom do you laugh more, with Daniel or Gerardo?  It is already known that the person who makes you laugh has won your heart.  Besides, I'm sure you have a beautiful smile. A sweet kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"On a day to day basis I am a very normal person and indeed the subject of laughter and smiles occurs more in that area than in the sexual one that I tell you about here in this blog.  Sometimes I feel like a little girl, when I think about everything I'm doing.  A naughty little girl.  And then I laugh by myself.  I laugh and shake my head in disbelief. But I laugh. 

	Do I laugh more with Gerardo or with Daniel?  Well, I wouldn't know exactly.  With Gerardo I laugh a lot, especially at work.  He's serious but very funny at the same time.  He always knows how to tell an anecdote that lifts everyone's spirits.  With my husband I laugh at home and it's different, more profound, on the one hand, but sometimes more like a friend, or maybe I should say like a friend, especially when I tell him some additional details of some mischief of mine.  Yes, so my husband is my best friend.  Unfortunately, Daniel is not much to smile about lately. The company is still ailing and the threat of a layoff is ever present. 

	So who has won my heart for making me laugh, Daniel or Gerardo?  Daniel has won my heart in any case, but for making me laugh, I guess both, each in his own way.  Can I make a place for both of them in my heart?  I love my husband, but I've grown very fond of Gerardo.  I always end up getting attached to my horn players (maybe because of the oxytocin that is released during sex), but with Gerardo there is something else.  Maybe it's because of the age difference, but with him I feel like I want to or have to protect him.  And at the same time I feel that he protects me, sometimes like a father. Maybe deep down I feel sorry for him for some reason, maybe because of his two failed marriages and because it seems to me that he is alone, apart from me

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"We end the week with you.  And with you we'll start it first thing in the morning, with your exquisite photos and images and with the little piece of your life that you want to share with us. Whether you like it or not, Gema, you are already part of our daily life.  What do you think of the people who follow you? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"This is a way for me to express myself; it's a need I feel.  I think it helps me process everything.  I don't try to be politically correct or to please anyone, nor do I pretend that everyone agrees.  I write not only to give vent to my emotions, but also to be read and commented on.  In this sense, you, the people who read me, are very important to me.  It wouldn't make sense for me to write without anyone reading me.  That is precisely why I am very grateful when you send me messages or comment on my posts.  I read all the comments and all the messages and, as far as possible, I try to answer as best I can.  I feel fortunate to be able to share with you.  I hope that it helps some of you to understand each other better and that others just get excited and fantasize about me or my stories. But please keep commenting, because that's the only way I know that someone actually reads what I put up

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Entering your blog is a mixture of a thousand sensations.  It is to suffer, to vibrate, to get excited, to have a knot in the stomach, to get excited, to get enraged, to dream, to try to guess your desires and fantasies.  It is to desire you.  It is to want to be Gerardo, but also to be Daniel.  And, above all, it is to admire this person you show us and who reveals to us in a thousand different ways her freedom, her courage and the unconditional love she feels for her husband. Thank you for so much. 

	  

	***

	  

	With that look, I know you're asking me what I thought," Manolo said to his friend, after a long silence of reflection.  Why don't you ask me directly? 

	Gerardo smiled, but said nothing. Instead, perhaps to avoid the temptation to speak, since that question was really in his mouth, he took a sip of whiskey from his glass. 

	-You're proud of how well you've trained her, huh? know what you're up to, but it's not going to work," he said angrily. 

	Gerardo's smile widened. "We'll see," his face said. 

	-But don't you think you're taking it too far, with the boob job? Manolo criticized, "Her boobs aren't so bad either. 

	-You know it's not about that," Gerardo commented.  He shrugged his shoulders.  Do you like them?  -he asked mischievously.  I just didn't think so. In the end you didn't touch them. 

	-I've already told you that you're not going to tempt me," Manolo warned his friend, trying to sound calm and determined. 't work," he repeated. 

	-Tempt you?  -Gerardo made an innocent face, in an exaggerated way. been able to do that for a long time. 

	You don't think she's that hot either," Manolo commented cynically.  Are you really going to make the final decision about the implants without her and her husband? 

	-I have to count on her; you know that," Gerardo reminded his friend.  The surgeon demands that she be the one to decide. We have already talked about that. 

	-¿Y. . . ? Manolo rubbed his index finger with his thumb, making the money gesture. 

	Gerardo shook his head. had already explored that option, but the surgeon had flatly refused. 

	-It doesn't matter," Gerardo assured his friend. She will wear whatever I tell her to wear. 

	-You won't put an aberration on it!  -Manolo protested. He was going to add the phrase "Right? " to soften the expression, but in the end he had come off as abrupt

	-Now you want to be able to influence what she wears?  -Gerardo asked her, mostly amused, but also a little angry.  I don't let her husband decide.  And you want to be the one to do it?  -She shook her head, indicating that she wouldn't give up the privilege of deciding on her breast augmentation for anything in the world.  I've always prided myself on having good taste.  Don't you think I do?  -Her question was not just about the upcoming boob job or her past tastes.  It was also about the choice of woman he had made and how he had trained her so far, especially what he had demonstrated about his training in the last session.  His friend had known him for a long time and was intelligent enough to understand the full meaning of that question.  Natural is usually best," he said, without waiting for his friend's answer.  He saw Manolo nod at his affirmation and, not without some malice, added, "But this is not a usual situation, is it?  -He did not wait for his friend's answer.  After all, it's not just a matter of improving the natural. If it were to look totally natural, it would lose its grace and, above all, its purpose. 

	Manolo's eyes widened in alarm.  His friend of almost a lifetime to date had always been characterized by his level-headedness.  But lately he was unrecognizable.  He had already advised him not to mix business with love - or sex - but Gerardo, recently, was running amok.  Manolo was really worried about his friend. . .  and also about that woman.  "This is not going to end well," he thought sadly.  "If I were her. . . " Manolo aborted that thought, realizing that it was partly due to jealousy.  "Healthy envy, I prefer to think. "

	Gerardo, I'm worr. . . " he tried to tell his friend, but Gerardo cut him off

	-The surgeon is going to make her nipples more sensitive," said Gerardo, interrupting his friend. He did not do it out of disrespect, but because he had not even heard him speak, so engrossed and proud he was with what he dreamed of doing with that woman. 

	-How? " asked Manolo incredulously.  His eyes opened even wider than before.  He shook his head at the sight of his friend smiling.  "He's pulling my leg," he thought, "damn! ".  He looked at his friend piercingly.  "Or are you? " he shook his head again, "Are you still planning on getting her pregnant?  -He asked, looking for a way to counterattack.  It doesn't make much sense for her to get a boob job first," he observed.  "Admit it was a bluff! " he actually expressed with those words. He was sure Gerard would catch the true meaning. 

	-All in good time," said Gerardo, trying to sound as if he had it all under control. But did he really? 

	-Already," said Manolo dryly.  He smelled that he had drawn blood and did not want to miss the moment to poke at the wound.  He was very fond of Gerardo and, although he noticed that he had changed a lot recently, he still loved and admired him.  It was that appreciation that made him attack him, moving his pieces on that imaginary chessboard that was the dialectic they were playing.  But in exchange for all that. . .  -he left the phrase in the air, questioning the real existence of "all that", not because he doubted it, but to undermine his friend's confidence and ensure a better position on the board-, you swallow her husband.  Now you'll have to swallow him at home," he said forcefully, "and what's more, you'll start cheating on him, and with one of your employees, no less. really are a genius at negotiation, Gerardo," she praised him sarcastically. 

	Gerardo could not help blushing, but he immediately controlled himself.  It was true that he doubted whether he had made a good deal with that woman.  It was not that he thought the deal itself was bad, but he questioned whether he had handled the matter well with her.  Yes, he had certainly made progress with her.  He had taken her to a new level of submission.  She was even going to put in implants of his choosing (though he doubted she was going to accept anything - not that he wanted to put an eyesore in her, except for the pleasure of testing her and savoring the satisfaction of her hypothetical obedience, but testing her too much also meant risking having to taste bitter defeat and, worse, having to admit it to his friend).  But she had made no progress in her goal of creating a schism between her and her husband.  Gerardo desired her beyond the merely sexual.  But she had managed to turn things around and had brought her husband into her domain.  Gerardo recognized that he had not negotiated well with her.  For some reason - something atypical of him - he had not known how to refuse her. had hidden it, but he had felt frankly childish with her. 

	-It's all thought out," Gerardo said with mock conviction.  He had thought of many things, but from there to being convinced that it would work, there was an abyss.  But that was something he could not admit to his friend, at least not at that moment of dialectical battle.  At home I'll have more control over him and I'll be able to influence his relationship more.  I'll make him stop seeing you as a man.  She will despise him," Gerardo told Manolo, "and he will disown her for everything he is going to see her do with me and for me.  After all, I'm nothing but a filthy old man to him.  What do you think he'll think," he asked his friend rhetorically, "when he sees his wife doing things. . .  you know. . . " he added, more to fire his friend's imagination and tempt him, "with a filthy old man like me? Gerardo proudly touched his belly.  This has to be useful for something, doesn't it? 

	-You could bring him a non-operated transsexual," Manolo commented with disgust, looking at his friend's belly.  He did not understand and would never understand how his friend had let himself go like that.  They were both the same age, but Manolo had always taken care of himself and could boast a smooth, sinewy body.  "'s not all about intellect," he thought.  He recognized that Gerardo beat him at that, although not by much.  Shemale they're called, aren't they?  They say it's the third sex.  -It had been a joke, without premeditation, but it turned out to be more than expected.  From what you say, who do you think would end up fucking who?  -she asked teasingly.  The mockery was not directed at the woman's husband.  Manolo did not understand that relationship or how her husband could accept all that.  Nor did he understand that woman, although he wanted her (although he tried to avoid making it too obvious).  The mockery was directed at his friend, so he could end up living in his own house.  Manolo was fascinated by that woman's submission and dominance (his friend's or, in his dreams, his own), but not to Gerardo's extreme.  Everything has its limits and you are going too far," he thought.  In one of Dante's hells there might be room for your house,". 

	-And who are you, Virgilio?  -asked Gerardo, annoyed because his friend was partly right.  Her husband had been a toad he had had to swallow.  Hey, but it's a good idea," he congratulated him with a hint of irony.  Maybe I will. That should get her to disown him. 

	-And you'd be there, ready to pick up the pieces, wouldn't you?  -Manolo shook his head, "It wouldn't work.  Once a plate is broken, you can't put it back together again.  Even with the best glue, it would still be a broken plate. wanted to mold it, not break it. 

	Gerardo nodded.  He had no intention of bringing ashemale - as his friend had called her - to his house.  He had no intention of doing anything with Gema's husband.  He simply wasn't interested in the husband.  "Still, it might not be such an absurd idea," he thought.  As for Gema, he had no intention of breaking it off.  He wanted to break up their marriage, if anything, but that wasn't necessarily breaking her up. Or was it?  He shook his head and cursed himself.  He hadn't been able to make any headway in that regard!  No matter how much she obeyed him, she still loved her husband.  "Not even with the little gifts - as she calls it - she has not even become disgusted with her husband," she said to herself.  But Gerardo still held several trump cards.  His advantage was that he was playing the long game.  "If I don't run out of time first," he thought.  He was going to introduce other people into his bed.  It wouldn't be a non-operated transsexual - a priori - nor would it be her friend Manolo - that would be too easy for her.  Manolo. . .  that went another way.  He had something different in mind, something that would challenge her.  And something that, at the same time, had the potential to create problems for the couple. Gerardo coughed and cleared his throat. 

	-As for my employee," said Gerardo, referring to one of the points of that unfortunate negotiation his friend had mentioned, "the one you say he'll cheat on me with, that's part of the plan.  -Yes, there was always a plan; nothing was a coincidence, at least in front of his friend, when they were in dialectic battle mode.  How do you think her husband will feel when he sees that he is no longer her only submissive? Gerardo smiled and this time he did it with conviction, even though he didn't like Gemma having affairs with other men. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, I wanted to tell you that I am a great admirer of yours, I am 36 years old and I have a beautiful wife of 27 years old.  Yes, I have discussed it with my wife and at first, due to her reluctance and others due to my regrets, we have not been able to do it.  I hope that, if at some point we have the maturity to do it, it will go well.  I read your story first on the blog and then bought the digital book and read it again. The story is so devilishly addictive. 

	"You will always regret more what you have left undone than what you have done. "I think that saying is very true

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm glad you liked my story.  By the way, I just saw the news that Nuria Roca, the radio and TV presenter, has launched a book with her husband.  They say that what they tell in it is 100% true.  Apparently, they are an open couple, although maybe in only one direction.  I have only seen a press summary and what it indicates is that she cheats on him (with his consent).  I don't know if it also happens the other way around.  For some reason, I'm more turned on by asymmetry than symmetry.  The comments I've read from readers of that newspaper to that story have been disgusting by the way. There is still a long way to go before this way of experiencing sexuality is fully accepted (though perhaps then it would lose a bit of its magic)

	  

	Anonymous (apparently a different one from the previous one): 

	"What a pity!  When I discovered you, I discovered your first book, your first steps as a hotwife, how you fooled around in the disco. . . .  It was a great help for me, because all this world and different feelings that I had been feeling for a while were new and strange in my life.  We had discovered the desire and excitement of wanting to see my wife enjoy herself with someone else. However, you lead a parallel life with your partner and I don't think that's what I'm looking for and I don't think that's what those of us who love our wives want

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't agree that he leads a parallel life.  Daniel is aware of everything and involved. The only downside is that, at the moment, with Gerardo, he is not present, but this will change shortly

	  

	Anonymous (apparently a different one from the previous one): 

	"I have a feeling you're going the wrong way: what will you do when he punishes you without going home?  What will you do when he punishes you by whipping you?  Will you refuse?  Or when he orders you to fuck someone nasty?  Or when he orders you not to fuck Daniel without his permission and denies you again and again? If Gerard wants a tattoo showing that you're his property, what will you do? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"As for the tattoo, I am not his slave, only his submissive.  I would not accept it.  As for the other things. . .  it depends on how you approach them.  My being his submissive does not mean that I accept everything as is.  Rather, it implies that he will have to seduce me into daring to do it. But that's what it's all about and that's why I've chosen Gerardo, because he's a master of seduction, at least in this field

	  

	Anonymous (same as above): 

	"Will you tell Daniel about your submissive experiences or will he find out by reading the blog?  Aren't you afraid that he will stop being your submissive husband, seeing how you degrade yourself?  Do you have any limits in which you would tell Gerardo NO!  If he ordered Daniel to fuck your ass, would you let him do it? Congratulations on the blog and your book, even though here you present an atypical Hot Wife. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The idea of the new arrangement is that Daniel is almost always present.  Obviously, there is a risk that he will rebel at my dominance, seeing how submissive I am with another man.  It's a precarious balance, but I think I'll manage to keep that from happening.  I think he will actually feel more humiliated, seeing what another man can do with me.  And I hope I can also count on Gerardo's help to keep Daniel on his toes.  I don't think there's going to be much interaction between them, but it's enough if I give him an order once in a while, even if it's just to bring us a drink or leave the bedroom and stay in the hallway. think it will be fun and mostly different. 

	Do you mean a safe word?  No, I haven't agreed anything with Gerardo.  Nor have I with my husband.  I know it's standard in BDSM, but I just don't believe in it.  I believe in trust and control and intelligence in people. trust that he knows how to stop when he should. 

	Would I let my husband fuck me in the ass if he ordered it?  Interesting question; I had never thought of that.  Well, I suppose I would, that I would comply with his order, although I would like that to remain the territory reserved for horned men. Although, in a way, it would still be, since I wouldn't really get fucked by Daniel, but I would only be a tool of Gerardo, following his order.  Maybe you have squared the circle: allowing Daniel to do something he has been craving for a long time, but keeping it as something reserved for the horn players. 

	But, obviously, if that would mean that, from that moment on, Daniel would dominate me together with Gerardo, I think I would have to start looking for another horn player.  I like my husband just the way he is: submissive and sweet.  Then again, why not let him do it for a while and experience something different?  There would be time to turn the tables and the change would be even harder and the fall deeper for Daniel, having experienced what it would be like to dominate me. Hmm

	Thank you for reading the book and following me on the blog.  I don't believe in static, I believe everything is continually evolving.  I started as a typical hot wife -I think- and I have been changing over the years.  And I'm sure I'll continue to change.  I don't know if it will be gradual in the same direction or sudden in the opposite direction.  I'm bored with the normal, the static, but that's my husband's fault, who has rubbed off on me and who pushes me - despite being submissive - to keep moving forward. "

	 

	


Chapter XXXVII - Three in a House of TWO 

	  

	"Most men who claim to be dominant are not.  Many men who claim to be dominant are, in fact, 'vanilla,' debauched, mentally challenged, and not very bright, or a mixture of these.  Don't trust anyone who claims to be dominant, who fails to be genuinely interested in you, and who doesn't treat you with respect.  

	It is highly unlikely that anyone under the age of 30 will be an experienced dominant.  Being a seasoned dominant requires experience, and experience is only acquired over time.  

	Being submissive does not mean being stupid or not having any kind of responsibility for herself, especially when it comes to the search for a dominant.  

	A man who doesn't know you and says 'Get on your knees bitch / whore / slut', especially on a social network or chat room, is very unlikely to be a real dominant.  Someone rude, loud or aggressive is very unlikely to be a real dominant.  Real dominants respect themselves and others.  

	Most 'mentors', all they want to do is get in your panties.  If you feel a real need for a dominant mentor, you should find one who doesn't want to fuck you and ask her.  Better yet, find an experienced submissive to teach you.  

	A man asking you to find other submissives for him, especially at the beginning of a relationship, should make you ask yourself: Is this what I really want?  

	A true dominant cares for and about you.  If a man claims to be a Master / Dominant, but can't really love and care for his submissive, it should make you suspicious.  True Dominants do the aftercare ('Aftercare').  

	Use the resources available on social media and elsewhere on the web, non-fiction books, local BDSM groups, etc. , to learn about techniques, aftercare and safety.  Don't assume a new dominant knows what to do, because many of them won't.  

	Get to know a new dominant well before playing with him privately.  Ask questions.  Whenever you meet a new dominant for the first time, make it a public place.  Know his name, address, etc.  and have a safety call set up (speed dial).  No true dominant will object to this and many will even suggest it to you.  

	Be aware of the risks, learn the do's and don'ts of BDSM.  Make sure you really trust who you allow to do it to you.  

	And enjoy it; this is supposed to be fun. " - secretperversions 

	  

	  

	The time had come for my husband to accompany me to Gerardo's house for the first time.  It was what I had wanted for so long. How long have I been with Gerardo now?  [More than a year!  It was about time].  {But will Daniel be ready?  Will I be?  [I'm glad you're not wondering if Gerardo is.  Even though you've been commissioned to do this story in tribute to him, even though you loved him, he's really the least important one here].  In all this time, my husband had not been able to witness any live scenes and had had to make do with my stories and my boss's recently commissioned task of recording me rehearsing with the dildo at home or warming up on Sunday nights with the giant bear, in preparation for seeing him on Monday.  It was the only interaction my husband had ever had with our horny guy, except for that dinner and the brief encounters - Gerardo never talked to him - at the clinic.  But at last things were going to change!  I was excited but nervous at the same time.  How would they get along with each other?  Forced to be in the same room together in my boss's house, they would have no choice but to interact in some way.  For my husband, it wasn't going to be the first time he held the candle, while another man and I made out.  Daniel had a certain habit, but Gerard seemed old-fashioned plated.  "Another man in the bedroom?  That's gay! " I didn't know if my boss thought so, but I sensed it.  With Manolo present we had done some racy scenes, but that was going to be another level.  Besides, Manolo was a close friend of his, while my husband Gerardo was perceived as a rival.  I have to make him out to be a catalyst.  He doesn't intervene, but he makes the reaction faster and more efficient.  That was what my husband had suggested I bring up to Gerardo, seeing me worried about that aspect.  It wasn't going to be an easy situation, but it was what Daniel and I needed and, this time, it was Gerardo's turn to adapt.  Even if he otherwise had the upper hand.  

	As I explained, the office was close to Gerardo's house, so I went straight from there.  It didn't make sense for me to go home first and then have to retrace my steps again. Besides, it's the way Gerardo wanted it.  I had left precise instructions for my husband, including the address.  Daniel would have to be a shadow, a mere ethereal ghost.  He could see us, but he would have to be quiet and invisible.  

	"If Gerardo or I give you an order, you must carry it out immediately, without comment," I had reminded my husband grimly.  It was not ideal, but it was the safest thing to do so as not to irritate Gerardo and to facilitate that first time.  Later we would see if we could change the guidelines.  However, I had not told my husband the latter.  It was not convenient to give him hopes that could be disappointed. And even more important, it was not advisable to do anything that could damage his current state of submission. 

	I left the office before my boss - so as not to arouse suspicion, we should not be seen leaving together - and went to his house.  I had the keys and even the garage door opener. Actually, I have everything at his place: the keys, a locker for me, my toiletry bag. . .  I'll even have my husband.  The only thing missing is Vicky.  I took advantage of the time to take a shower and get ready.  I wanted to look my best for that first time with my two men - my boss and my husband - under the same roof. In the closet I had the semi-transparent red dress I had already worn on other occasions, but I didn't wear it. 

	Gerardo preferred to watch me undress, slowly stripping off my work uniform to the rhythm of jazz, until I was only in stockings, garter belt, heels and bra. And now he prefers me to go bra-less.  My breasts are now just the way he likes them.  But that had to wait for now; I still had to wear a special bra.  After freshening up, I put on my striped skirt, my white blouse and my little jacket again: it was the typical secretary or executive outfit.  Secretary or executive?  Submissive or domineering?  As with leather, the clothes could be misleading.  Secretary for some, boss for others. . .  soon.  Submissive for some, domina for others.  [Let's see how you do it.  I don't think you'll be able to be both at the same time, in the same place and with the same men.  If it's already going to be difficult with Daniel, with Gerardo it's going to be impossible.  Besides, what effect will it have on Daniel, when he sees you submissive with Gerardo]?  I also put on the choker that Gerardo had given me some time ago and that I always wore when I was with him, either at home or at the office.  I only take it off at night at home and on weekends.  {Except when you record a video for Gerardo; then even at home you wear it}.  The nice gift my boss had given me had become almost a part of me and rivaled my wedding band.  Doing the math, I've been wearing the choker almost the same amount of time as the wedding band.  I am becoming more than just a submissive.  

	The front door opened and Gerardo walked in.  He didn't squeak, but I had been attentive, waiting both nervously and impatiently for my boss to arrive.  I immediately rushed to his neck and kissed him.  Aside from the morbid curiosity I had about the fact that he was my boss, and dominance and submission games aside, I had grown fond of the man. More than affection.  Gerardo took me by the hand and led me to the living room, telling me to sit on his knee.  He caressed my leg.  He moved up it under the skirt to my thigh and a little further, to where the nylon ended and the skin began.  His caress excited me and I purred like a kitten.  I kissed her cheek affectionately.  I would have kissed her lips, but I didn't want to ruin my lipstick before Daniel arrived. Besides, I wanted to leave the imprint of my lips well visible on his face, for my husband to see as soon as he saw him. 

	Go get the vibrator," Gerardo ordered me. 

	I got up from on top of her thigh and went for the vibrating bullet.  Chromed, silver in color, she kept it in a nice little wooden box, fluffy inside and lined with green satin, similar to the color of her living room walls.  She kept it as if it were a jewel, even though it was nothing more than a common sex toy. {But it is the toy with which he often pushes you to the edge of your arousal to coax out your most secret fantasies.  Isn't that more valuable than a piece of jewelry? } Of course, after using it, it was my turn to clean it, before putting it back in the box.  Gerard had taught me to clean it first with my mouth, making me taste the result of my own excitement.  Only afterwards did I clean it with a little soap and a wet wipe, before drying it and putting it back in the box in the living room.  

	I returned with the vibrating bullet to the couch where my boss was sitting.  I ducked my head and extended both hands palm up, offering him the contraption of my pleasure.  Gerard took it in stride and was slow to take the vibrator from my hands.  I waited patiently for him to do so.  As he did, I felt a foreboding tingle in my clitoris.  Gerardo instructed me to sit back on his thigh and I did so.  

	While waiting for my husband, he warmed me up with the vibrating bullet.  If my boss intended for me to be especially horny for when my husband arrived, that was an unnecessary exerciseIf only you knew how much it turned me on that Daniel was present!  I imagined all the dirty things he would make me do in front of my husband and how he would be turned on by it.  However, I didn't say anything to him about it.  I sensed that such a statement might not please him.  Daniel had already seen me rampant with other men, but I had a feeling that seeing me with Gerardo would be different.  The contrast in age and physical condition was too marked, as was our financial dependence on him.  That was the obvious, the most superficial.  But what I wanted was for my husband to see my emotional connection with Gerardo and his ability to guide me to explore my darker, unknown side.  Gerardo had discovered more secrets about me than my husband.  There were things I couldn't confess to my husband, but I could to my boss and lover.  These things you will see with your own eyes, eventually, when the time comes, Daniel, although, perhaps, not all of them.  So, it wasn't long before my panties were soaked through. How much of my arousal was due to the vibrator, how much to the presence of Gerardo and his green wood-walled living room, and how much to the imminent arrival of my husband, that was hard to say. 

	Finally the doorbell rang.  My husband had been delayed.  I grimaced.  Gerardo loved punctuality.  That was not a good start. But it's a start and that's what matters.  I got up from Gerardo's knee to open for my husband.  My impulse was to rush to open the door for him.  However, I waited standing next to my boss.  Gerardo had not yet given me any signal to go open the door for my husband.  I waited patiently, but my boss did not move.  I waited impatiently, but Gerardo still didn't move and didn't give me any signal.  

	Gemma," said Gerardo at last, "bring the mask, will you? 

	Yes, boss," I replied, even though my husband had rung the doorbell a couple of minutes ago

	The doorbell rang again.  I stifled a sigh. You must learn patience, Daniel.  You're leaving me in a bad place.  {In a bad place?  Do you think Gerardo cares about your dominatrix skills? } Daniel had arrived late, and on top of that he was being impertinent, at my boss's house.  I was really looking forward to seeing him, but he had to behave himself.  Like me.  See? 

	The mask, Gerardo kept it in plain sight, next to the vibrating bullet box, on a shelf. What will he tell his guests what it's for?  {He'll probably be completely honest and tell them he has a submissive whore secretary}.  I offered it to him in the same pose as previously the vibrating bullet.  Gerard took his time.  He finally took it.  Automatically, I knelt between his legs, to make it easier for him to put it on me, without having to get up from the couch.  See, Daniel?  Like this [See?  Now you can't see anything].  We had agreed that I would not see my husband.  Gerardo didn't want him to influence me.  He wanted my husband to be a mere spectre voyeur.  [You can't imagine how much he wants him to be just a specter, and not just here and now! ] 

	I groped blindly to the door.  I knew Gerardo's living room by heart.  I had been there many times without being able to see and I had learned to orient myself, locate the records, the cigars. . .  I even knew how to get to the kitchen for the ice cubes.  But the foyer and the front door, although almost situated between the living room and the kitchen, was another matter.  I had even imagined how I would open the door to my husband naked or in my underwear, but I had dismissed the idea.  Of course, it wasn't up to me, but that didn't stop me from fantasizing about things, or even trying to influence Gerardo to make some of them come true. I'd rather Daniel watch the whole process and watch me undress for the alpha male of the house.  If Gerardo hadn't made me open the door half-naked, I sensed it was because my boss wanted to show my husband that we were a couple in every way, not just sexually.  Nudity is too sexual and there is more going on between him and me.  I would spend several days and some nights at his house; there were a lot of normal couple moments. Daniel, impatient, rang the doorbell a third time, which helped me get my bearings. 

	I'm sorry, Master. . . " Daniel suddenly fell silent when he saw me and noticed the mask. 

	-You're late," I whispered, hoping Gerardo didn't hear me from the living room. 't even sure he was still in his chair. 

	-It took me a while to get there.  I don't know what was wrong with the damn GPS.  On top of that, I had to park in the middle of nowhere and I came running," my husband explained.  I tried to warn you.  But you didn't answer my calls," he excused himself.  It sounded more like a counterattack to defend himself than an excuse.  But I warned Gerardo that I would be late -he informed me-.  Didn't he tell you?  I sent him a message. know he read it. 

	-It's okay," I reassured him.  Daniel sounded agitated, but maybe it was due to the run he had said he had taken from where he had parked.  If he had warned Gerardo, there was no problem.  My boss hadn't said anything to me, but that didn't surprise me. As for my phone, he had made me put it on mute and put it in a drawer, so I wouldn't be distracted. 

	-Why did it take you so long to open up to me? He sounded worried. 

	Suddenly, I felt my husband's lips on mine.  As if it were a cramp, I abruptly pulled away from him. If Gerardo sees us. . .  I didn't have permission for that.  Neither of us have permission for that.  Not here.  Not here.  Not now.  

	-Follow me," I said to my husband.  I turned around and groped my way back to the living room, to my boss's domain.  His whole house was his domain, but the living room was special. His whole house and more than that.  My tits were too.   

	-Can I help you? offered my husband, observing my pitiful attempts to find my way back blindly. 

	-No," I replied, perhaps a little too dryly.  I was concentrating on getting to the living room without hitting my face against any walls. No, Gerardo won't want that.  

	-Gema, come," my boss said, without even greeting my husband.  

	Try to make it clear to him from the first moment that I am his partner and he is the head of the house.  My useless, sightless eyes screamed, "What am I without him, Daniel?  He has me; he even has my sight, love. " He tries to make my husband feel, from the start, that he is a mere guest and not even that: a preferably invisible spectator, but nothing more.  While that might sound cruel - in a way it was - it was also what my husband wanted: to be able to observe, without influencing the events with his presence. 

	In the living room, I found it less difficult to find my way.  I put my hands on my boss's knees and knelt between his legs.  For a minute or two, Gerardo said nothing, didn't even move.  Nor did my husband make a sound.  And I also remained motionless, waiting on my knees.  The only thing that could be heard was the pendulum of an antique table clock.  The clock was new to me.  I hadn't been back to Gerardo's house since before the vacations.  We had decided - I had - to wait for my husband to join us, after my breast augmentation operation.  My suitcase, of course, was still there, at his house.  I had not asked him to return it to me; I knew my boss and I knew he would try to ask me for something in return.  Evidently, that didn't mean I hadn't had sex with him all that time.  We had done it at Manolo's house and we had continued to do it at the office, even at the risk it entailed.  The clock was antique.  The gilded bronze body rested on four marble columns.  Between them, the pendulum measured the passage of time, swinging imperturbably from side to side.  Above the body, a pair of figures -man and woman-, carved in marble, topped the clock.  The man, stocky and completely naked, lay at the woman's feet.  The woman, dressed only in a tunic that exposed one of her breasts, looked down at him from above.  Gerardo had explained to me the significance of his acquisition and the strange scene it depicted, while he excited me with the vibrating bullet. And with his words and knowledge.  The man was supposed to be Orion, the hunter.  He was dead, at the feet of the goddess Diana, who had accidentally killed him with an arrow.  It had been a hoax concocted by Apollo, who had made Diana see a monster, instead of the mythical giant hunter.  I had asked Gerard why he had acquired that piece and he had replied: "Tempus fugit".  Gerardo leaned forward and kissed me.  His tongue entered my mouth, right under my husband's nose, and I shuddered.  I shuddered.  See, I belong to him.  Now that you see, do you understand me?  

	Even though Gerardo had tried to make me not perceive my husband's presence, with my eyes blindfolded my ears had been sharpened and I could hear behind me the rustling of his clothes as he moved and even his breathing.  

	My boss, without saying anything to me, made me understand that he wanted me to prepare the usual: a whiskey and a cigar.  He had lightly squeezed my arm and I knew what that sign meant.  I got up.  I blindly maneuvered around the room to prepare it for him.  We had played that game so many times that it was no longer difficult for me to find things.  As usual, I first prepared the whiskey for him.  Then I sucked on his cigar until I managed to light it, just as he had taught me.  At first, the smoke had made me nauseous, but now I was used to it, so much so that I even enjoyed it.  Daniel hated tobacco. He still does.  Oddly enough, at the time, I seemed to be more concerned about his reaction to seeing me smoke with Gerardo than seeing me do other, worse things with him.  Strange.  

	Gerardo patted his thigh, indicating me with that sound to sit on it.  I did.  Sometimes he shared his whiskey and cigar with me like this.  Other times he let me kneel between his legs, while he enjoyed the drink, the cigar and my mouth.  My boss reached between my legs and up my thighs.  He stroked the nylon to reach the unprotected skin.  There he checked, once again, the straps of my garter belt.  He loved playing with them.  He continued up my thigh.  I spread my legs slightly to give him easier access and my boss felt my sex outside my panties.  The slight brush of his fingers against my clit made me shudder. That and the silent presence of my husband.  I wrapped my arms around his neck to hold on so I wouldn't fall.  He's going to fuck me and you're going to see it.  But first, you're going to see what he really does with me, Daniel.  

	-You're dripping," he said. didn't speak loudly and I doubted whether my husband, who was a bit of a lieutenant, had heard him.  Better take them off. 

	Annoyed by the interruption of his caresses on my little magic button, but happy to be able to remove that layer of fabric that was in the way, I stood up.  Facing Gerard - with my back to my husband - I hiked up my skirt and pulled down my panties.  Fortunately, I was careful to put my garter belt underneath my panties, precisely to facilitate situations like this.  My panties fell to my feet, but I still didn't get out of them. My boss had not told me to do so. 

	Gerardo stretched out his arm.  He slipped his hand under my skirt and felt my naked sex.  He inserted two fingers into my vagina and poked around inside me, massaging my G-spot.  He knew well how to find it.  I didn't pretend when I purred with pleasure.  Next, with his free hand, he tugged lightly on my arm, signaling me to lean into him.  I half opened my mouth, anticipating his intentions.  It wasn't something new, but Gerard always managed to get me turned on by it.  Daniel in the past had tried the same thing, but I had always refused.  My boss pulled his fingers out of my pussy and inserted them into my mouth.  I sucked on them, tasting myself.  With my husband, I had only on a few rare occasions tasted myself.  On occasion I had sucked his cock, after he had had it in my pussy, but his fingers, never.  I sucked my boss's fingers as if they were his cock. turned me on. 

	Give me your panties. 

	I pulled my feet out of my most intimate garment, bent down to pick it up and offered it to him, extending my hands, palms up, as I had already done before my husband's arrival with the vibrator and the mask.  Gerard took my offering.  I heard a muffled hum.  Then I felt his hand through my panties on the inside of my leg, up my leg.  I felt a muffled vibration.  Gerard moved up my leg, stroking it through my panties just as he had done before with his fingers, until he reached my sex.  There, on my sex, the vibration was more noticeable and pleasurable.  Next, I felt Gerardo carefully insert my panties into my vagina.  That was new; he had never done that before.  I shuddered, once again.  With my panties buzzing inside my sex, by the work of the vibrating bullet and by the grace of my boss, Gerard massaged my clitoris with his thumb. Unconsciously, my hips began to sway, seeking to increase the friction. 

	-Play music and undress for me," Gerardo whispered, not caring whether my husband could hear him or not. Play John Scofield. 

	He knew blindly where the record player was - yes, Gerardo was a classic - and also where he had the records. even knew blindly where the John Scofield record was,I can see your house from here was one of his favorite albums.  Daniel, until now, had been able to see his house from ours, through my stories; he knew a good part of what went on here, though not everything.  But soon he would know everything. . .  {or almost everything}.  I only had to feel and count the discs until I reached the sixteenth.  I smiled, confident that I had hit the right disc.  The jazz music that played confirmed that I had guessed right, but, at the same time, deprived me of hearing my husband's breathing.  Blinded by the blindfold, deafened by the record player and with a limited sense of smell because of the cigar, I could no longer perceive my husband's presence at all.  He was only in my mind. . .  and in my heart and from there, no matter how hard Gerardo tried, he would not be able to expel him.  I walked back to my boss's chair and stood in front of him.  The vibrating bullet was still buzzing muffledly through the panties in my pussy.  The quiet rhythm of the music guided my movements.  I had skipped - apparently successfully - the first two songs on the album and No Matter What was playing, much calmer than the previous ones and more appropriate - in my opinion - for the occasion 

	About two meters in front of him, I danced for him, while he undressed me.  I took off my blouse to the rhythm of the music, then my skirt to the rhythm of the vibrator inside me.  I remained only in heels, stockings and garter belt.  With my back to my husband, even my bra fell to the floor.  I still had to wear, after the operation, the unaesthetic sports bra, but I supposed it would be okay if I took it off for a short period of time.  Since I had had the operation, I wanted to show off my new breasts and what better time than now.  Of course, my husband had seen them before and had even helped me with the lymphatic massage.  Gerardo had not seen them yet.  My husband had accompanied me to the check-ups.  After all, he was the one who took care of me at home after the operation.  My boss had had to show his patience.  I had explained to him that it would be much better that way.  It was better for me to see them when they were presentable.  Gerardo had not initially liked the idea, but my arguments were solid and he was convinced when I promised him that the first time I had sex without a bra it would be with him.  The big moment had arrived.  It was an excellent opportunity to show him the breasts he had decided on and bought for himself.  They were still a little swollen and larger than they would eventually become after settling in, but you could see how they would eventually look.  They were firm and round, though not exactly very natural.  "It's about enhancing nature, not simulating it," Gerard had declared.  I still had to get used to them and at times I doubted whether I had done the right thing, even though my husband seemed to be delighted. What I do regret is not being able to see your expression, Gerardo, because of the mask.  Do you like it, at least?  Is it like you dreamed it would be?  Say something, at least!  Nervous and expectant, I bit my lip.  

	I sensed that my new breasts were nothing more than the expression of a new me.  Gerardo had told me that he would mold me and I had assured him that I wanted him to do it, although at that moment I had not imagined that he was also referring to the physical part. Do you like me the way I am?  Tell me something!  I raised my arms and turned to one side, turning in profile, so that I could see his work from all angles.  But Gerardo said nothing. If he said anything, if he mumbled or whispered anything, I didn't hear it, because of the music. 

	 His silence was getting on my nerves.  I knelt down and crawled over to him.  I felt his feet, touching the leather of his shoes.  Gerard had crossed one leg over the other and his raised foot was pointing toward me. I mustered all my courage until I managed to stammer out a question. 

	-Please. . .  may I. . .  may I. . . ?  -You mold me not only on the outside, but also on the inside.  -You mold menot only on the outside, but also on the inside.  -Do you like me like this?  

	Gerardo was sympathetic and even though he hadn't managed to finish the sentence in front of my husband, he answered in the affirmative.  On my knees, I spread my legs and trapped his foot between them.  Next, I wiggled my hips, rubbing my bare sex against his shoe, as if trying to shine it.  I grabbed onto his calf so as not to lose my balance and increase the pressure.  With my tits firm - yes, finally firm - and pointy, I was riding on my boss's foot, masturbating with him.  Inside me was still buzzing, muffled by my panties, the vibrating bullet.  I moaned and bit my lip.  This time I didn't do it out of nervousness - Gerardo had answered my question with a yes and with that he had answered the two I had asked him, one, the one I had verbalized and the other, the one I had desperately shouted to him in my mind - but out of excitement.  It was not the first time I had masturbated like that with his foot, but everything was different with my husband present and showing him, for the first time, my boss the tits I had bought.  The situation had a special meaning.  

	Arms up, behind your head," my boss warned me. 

	I obeyed him, even though it meant losing friction on my clit with his foot. Yes, you want to see them.  You like them.  You like me.  

	Gerardo leaned forward and put his cigar between my lips.  I inhaled the smoke, which to me was the scent of my boss, and smoked happily in front of my husband.  We were both anti-smoking (was I still anti-smoking? ), but Gerardo had managed to give me a taste for good cigars. And whiskey.  And his semen.  And, above all, his little mind games.  See what he does with me, love?  

	-You know?  The other day at Manolo's house you failed me. gave you a mission and you didn't achieve the objective," he reproached me. 

	-I'm sorry, boss," I replied, feeling miserable.  I had failed him in that mission that seemed so easy.  How could I have failed in that way? {Manolo is a heterosexual who has not yet dared to come out of the gay closet}.  

	I asked you to seduce him and take him to bed, but you didn't succeed

	-I. . .  I don't understand," I stammered embarrassed, "Manolo didn't want to.  I don't know why.  More than defending myself, I was trying to understand that situation.  When had a man ever resisted me?  I had had all the ones I had wanted, which had not been many, but that was because I had not wanted to, not because I had not been able to. Well, maybe I had not been able to, because years ago, even when I was young, I thought that having several boyfriends, even if they were in a row and not at the same time, was not right.  

	-Yes, he didn't want to.  Still, you failed me.  And I'm afraid I'll have to punish you somehow for it.  I warned you. You agree, don't you? 

	-Yes, boss," I replied.  I swallowed hard,how could I have thought that she had already forgotten about it?  

	It was going to be the first time Gerardo had actually punished me.  We had fooled around with the fantasy of punishment.  Gerardo had spanked me, even spanked me relatively hard.  But he had never, really, punished me. I had never done anything that deserved to be punished.  I knew it would happen sometime, if I continued on the path I had taken.  I even, deep, deep down inside me, wished for it.  But neither my knowledge nor my desires prevented me, at times, after hearing her words and realizing that she was serious this time, from feeling giddy.  Am I ready for that?  [For what exactly? ] {The question is whether Daniel is ready for this}.  

	-Well, we'll see about that later," said my boss to my relief. I doubted my husband was ready for punishment.  Get up! 

	I did as he had ordered, detaching myself, not without difficulty from the delicious pleasure of rubbing my clitoris, even if it was with his foot.  Gerard put his hand on my thigh and began to move up my leg, as he had done before, barely brushing me with his fingertips.  My thigh began to vibrate on its own.  His hand reached my sex and caressed it, paying special attention to my swollen clitoris.  I moaned.  Next, he began to tug at the fabric of the panties protruding from my vagina, until he managed to pull them all the way off.  Deprived of the vibration of the vibrating bullet and the stimulation on my little magic button, I shivered involuntarily.  My body was screaming that it needed to dissipate the accumulated sexual energy.  The physical stimulation, the presence of my husband, the warning of punishment from my boss, all of it together was becoming too much for me.  Gerard brushed his nails against my skin, scratching me as he worked his way up from my belly to my breasts.  Arriving there, he took one breast in his hand and squeezed it gently.  He moved his hand down again to where my pubic hair began and moved back up my belly, scratching me with his nails. He's leaving his mark on me, for Daniel to see.  Normally, he always touched me gently.  His touch used to be like a breeze, very similar to how my husband used to touch me, and he always managed to electrify me like that.  Only the time before, at Manolo's house, Gerardo had touched me in a rough way.  He had rubbed me hard all over my body with his hands in front of his friend.  He had groped me, randomly rubbing my thighs, then my belly, my breasts (before the operation), my sex.  He had done it inside and outside my bikini.  His unusual roughness had turned me on.  "She's mine, Manolo.  I do with her what I want," my boss had said with those gestures to his friend.  And I had looked at him, telling him with my gaze, "See, I'm yours.  He can do whatever he wants with me.  And so can you.  Take advantage! " But it had been in vain, of course.  Neither Manolo had bitten nor Gerardo had let me cum that way.  And now, Gerardo had added a new trick to his repertoire.  His fingernails kept scratching me until they reached my breasts.  See love?  I don't know if you can see it, but I'm his.  He can do with me what he wants.  Do you understand me now?  When he reached my breast, he grabbed it with his hand. did it gently. 

	-I like them.  They are so prominent. I think they're going to be a hit," he mumbled, holding the cigar in his mouth

	His words made me happy, not so much because of the success as because he had said he liked them.  Daniel had preferred to keep his opinion to himself and, although I could understand from his reaction that he didn't dislike them, he hadn't commented on them.  I had the feeling that my husband was having a go at me in his own way. That's why, among other things, I was pleased with my boss's words. 

	-As soon as you're settled in," Gerardo said, "we'll do a nice photo shoot.  I already have a series of ideas. You'll love it, you'll see. 

	I felt a shiver, which was not due to the ice cube he had suddenly placed on one of my nipples.  The shiver had invaded me before the ice made contact with my skin, as soon as I heard his words. [See, I know you can't see, and it's not just because of the mask.  You are blinded by it.  The photos are to get you more clients.  All that has been nothing more than an investment that is going to be very profitable for you]. Gerardo repeated the process with the other nipple, which immediately stood up, just as the first one had. 

	-Very nice," my boss murmured, admiring the result.  The surgeon listened to me.  Mmm-mm.  Good.  Hold out your hands.  There you go.  Here you go. Gerardo put my panties in one hand and the cigar in the other. 

	I was amazed to find that the panties were completely soaked with my fluids. m not surprised, with so much stimulation and with how strange the situation is. muttered something to Gerardo, under my breath. 

	All right," he agreed, after thinking about it for several long seconds. 

	I turned what I thought was one hundred and eighty degrees and groped around for my husband.  I didn't know if he was still in the living room doorway or if he had sat in it on a chair.  I had trouble finding him.  Gerardo, of course, was not my guide.  Finally, I stumbled upon him on the sofa.  I felt around to get his exact position.  I moved back a little. stood spread my legs in front of him, with my newly swollen tits and erect nipples - all thanks to Gerardo - pointing at him. 

	-Open your mouth," I ordered my husband.  With the hand in which I had my panties, I verified that he had obeyed me.  Then I took several puffs of my cigar, smoking happily in front of him, and blew the smoke in his face, trying to aim it at his mouth.  

	Daniel didn't like tobacco at all.  He found it repulsive, but we were in Gerardo's house and these were his habits and his rules.  My husband had better understand that as soon as possible.  I put the cigar in my mouth.  With my now free hand, I felt his face and held his jaw.  With the other hand, now relieved of its task, I slipped the soaked panties into her mouth.  I put upward pressure on her chin, signaling her to close it.  I took the cigar from my mouth and, again, exhaled smoke in her direction.  I stared at my husband for a few moments.  Obviously, I couldn't see him blindfolded, but I imagined the situation.  I felt suddenly powerful, smoking there, with my legs spread wide in front of my husband, with my new, powerful breasts-owned by my boss-pointing at him like missiles, with my sex oozing because of another man, and with that other man's fingernail marks on my belly. Do you understand that I need it?  We both need it, love.  

	I turned and walked back to Gerardo.  The way back to him was easier for me than the way to my husband.  Without a word from him, I sat with my legs spread over him and kissed him passionately.  Gerardo squeezed my ass hard with one hand.  With the other hand, he ran his glass of whiskey down my spine.  He inadvertently spilled whiskey all over me and the drops ran down my spine quickly, all the way to the cheeks of my ass cheeks.  I picked up his glass and took a good swig.  The ethyl liquid burned down my gut, joining the burning inside my body. Next, I slipped my tongue into my boss's mouth and kissed him lasciviously. 

	-May I please. . .  massage your feet? asked her when I had finished my assault on her mouth. 

	-Of course," Gerardo affirmed.  My husband didn't know him, but I felt him a little hesitant, given the energy he had shown with that kiss and the initiative of the proposal I had made to him.  But you'd better put your bra back on first. We have to take care of those breasts; I have plans for them. 

	I unhooked and groped around until I found my bra.  I put it on.  Next, I knelt down and returned to Gerard's feet.  I kissed his shoe and took it off.  Then, I stood up and placed it in his corner.  I knelt again and did the same with the other shoe.  Then it was the turn of the socks, one by one.  As submissive as I felt with Gerard, as powerful I felt knowing my husband was present.  I began to massage one of my boss's feet. Watch what I'm doing, Daniel!  That had become a kind of ritual between us, which, little by little, had been in crescendo.  First it was just the massage and then. . .  I kissed my boss's feet.  [Daniel is disgusted.  He's going to disown you].  {Daniel is excited.  He's going to love you}.  I was very excited. 

	Do you like my feet, Gema? 

	No," I answered him firmly, "but I like to spoil them for you

	Do you want to masturbate with my foot? 

	Yes. 

	Yes, what? 

	-Yes, I want to masturbate with your foot. Please, boss. 

	-Well, then do it. You know how. 

	Just as before with the shoe, I began to rub my clit with her foot.  The absence of the panties in my vagina caused me to ooze and smear my fluids on her foot.  That made my clit slide more smoothly over her rough skin.  I moaned. turning me on so much. 

	-Are you happy, Gema? Gerardo surprised me with his question. 

	Yes, of course," I stammered, "Very much so. 

	Gerardo had never asked me a similar question before. 

	-Show it!  

	I hesitated.  I hesitated for a few seconds as to the meaning, but then I instantly understood what my boss intended. my breath. 

	Can I. . .  please. kiss your feet. . .  boss? Even though it wasn't going to be the first time, I still had trouble saying it and doing it. 

	I had already done it in Manolo's pool.  Since that occasion, he had not done it again.  That was disgustingly exciting.  It was a disgusting fact in itself.  And those were nasty old man feet. Disgustingly exciting.  [What's wrong with you that you like this? ] {What's wrong with her?  She likes it because it's wrong to do it, that's all}.  

	-Of course you can," Gerardo replied.  But first, I have a present for you. Go get the box; I'll direct you. 

	With Gerardo's instructions, I managed to locate a small box.  It was flat and square, about twenty centimeters on edge. picked it up and brought it to him. 

	-Take off your choker," my boss ordered.  It was the one he had given me and the one I always wore when I was with him. Now you can open the box," he said. 

	I was sure it could only be a necklace. Why else had she made me take off my choker first?  Surely it would be shiny, not diamonds-that would be a lot-but surely it would be very pretty.  Or maybe it would be pearls.  I felt inside the box and identified something thick and leathery.  [What a disappointment! ] It didn't look like it was shiny.  Leather.  {Like the collar. . . } . . . of a little dog?  It had a little plate, where the name used to go.  Am I his dog now?  I liked the choker better.  The funny thing was that I had recently given my husband a dog collar.  How could that be such a coincidence?  It wouldn't be the first time Gerardo had given me a dog collar, but it would be the second.  On one occasion - it seemed like forever ago - he had made me wear one to take some pictures.  But now again with those?  The times were suspicious. Except for the badge and the color, which I couldn't see, it looked identical to the one I had given my husband. 

	Come on, I'll put it on for you.  What do you think it is? 

	-A dog collar? answered dumbfounded, my thoughts still. 

	-Not dogs, no," Gerardo told me.  Of dogs," my boss corrected me. From my little dog.  Are you happy? 

	I remembered that I had asked myself that same question just a few moments ago and had answered in the affirmative. had even added the adjective mucho. 

	Yes," I replied. 

	-Wow!  I don't think that's how little bitches talk back. Surely you can do better than that, can't you? 

	I understood instantly.  I may have been foolish to embark on this path, but I was no fool.  I often reflected on what I was doing, on the path I had taken.  I didn't recognize myself, when I thought about how I was just five years ago, but that wasn't a bad thing. Only change is constant.  My husband had transformed me.  And now Gerardo was transforming me.  But is he really transforming me?  

	I was aware that I was increasingly caught up in Gerardo's economic, professional and even emotional ties.  But as ahotwife, I had never been able to completely let go of my emotions.  For me they were an essential part of the experience.  I had almost fallen in love with Silvestre.  And something had even happened with Luis Alberto, even though I hated him.  I could not conceive of this lifestyle without feelings, without emotions.  I thought it was not about leaving them aside and reducing everything to sex, but rather about keeping them in check and making sure that certain limits, those of true love and loyalty, were not exceeded.  But I'm out of control.  I always end up getting out of control.  

	I let Gerardo put the collar on me.  I trembled.  I had worn that other one for the photos.  But that had been different.  And I had put on the choker, which was just another kind of necklace with the same meaning, although hidden. I have no turning back.  I hope you know what you're doing, Daniel.  

	I was aware that with Gerardo there was more than just sex.  There was even more than the emotions corresponding to sex.  I felt attached to him in more than one way, but only one was really deep.  The economic dependence. . .  my professional development, with the experience in the company, soon leading a team of people. . .  my learning English. . .  the master's degree I was doing . . . . .  Never before, except with my husband, have I had such a multidimensional relationship with another man. He has even modified my body to his taste and whim.  I was trembling with excitement and fear.  The necklace was more than just a necklace.  It was more than a sex toy; it was more than an ephemeral symbol for a few limited moments.  But the darkness of the road ahead of me. . .  my self-discovery, held in her expert hand. . .  That is something that seduces me strongly, more than is healthy.  

	I had even learned to get a taste for wine thanks to Gerardo.  With him, it used to be whiskey, but adjusting to the strong taste of the Scottish drink had made me begin to accept and appreciate the taste of the quintessential Latin beverage.  Daniel had always tried to get me to appreciate the taste of wine, to enjoy it with him.  But for me it had always been too acidic and alcoholic.  At most, I could tolerate Pedro Jimenez, thanks to its sweetness. Daniel insisted, but it was thanks to Gerardo that I got the taste for it.  As with Silvestre, Daniel had previously insisted on me, but it was thanks to him that I got a taste for a very different kind of flavor.  What happens to us, that Daniel insists, but I don't listen to him, only to end up doing it with other men?  {Yes, but one way or another, Daniel always ends up getting his way} Do you think he'll do it this time too?  I fingered my necklace.  This is different.  Very different.  Daniel didn't know that when Mr.  Ripoll checked out and left me alone in the hotel room, he would call room service and order a glass of wine.  And if possible, aged. . .  like Gerardo.  Maturity is something very appreciable.  I would do it when I didn't feel like whiskey at that time of day.  In the beginning, on my solo trips to Barcelona, I used to go to a cheaper hotel than the Mandarin Oriental to which Gerardo had taken me, but I had returned to the five-star hotel and Gerardo had not objected or commented on it.  Then, naked in bed, with the glass of wine in my hand, I would touch myself thinking of Gerardo, until I had the orgasm that Mr.  Ripoll never managed to give me.  And now, when I'm alone and naked, even then Gerardo is present, even physically, thanks to the implants.  Are you sure about what you're doing, Daniel? 

	But it was the path I had chosen; it was the path I wanted to take.  Regardless of my husband's wishes, it was what I needed. It is a path that leads me to my inner self, to a dark region that I cannot discover by his hand.  With Daniel I traveled other roads, some just as dark, but of a different polarity.  But most of the time, the path with Daniel is clear and sunny, even when it is dark.  In fact, if it weren't for the warmth of his sunshine. . . .  

	What would I be if it weren't for the warmth of my husband's sunshine?  To begin with, I surely wouldn't have dared to let Gerardo take me by the hand and lead me down that dark path.  Although, in reality, it hadn't been like that.  Rather, it had been me who had taken his hand and asked him to lead me.  But that, for the purposes of this question, did not matter:Without Daniel I would not dare to do what I am doing.  He watches over me.  But are you sure, Daniel?  In a way, Daniel had spurred me on.  Not directly, but he had encouraged me to explore.  And I have explored.  And I am exploring.  And there was still so much left. . .  so much that a shiver ran down my naked spine as I felt my boss's hand on it. I touched the collar Gerardo had put on me again. 

	-Wow," I replied to my boss. Yes, I can do better.  

	-Very good, little bitch. And now, you can lick my feet, like real bitches do. 

	Against all odds and against all logic, the situation began to excite me again, as I got into the role of the dog. Dogs don't think.  It's much easier not to think and not to ask myself so many questions.  Wow!  In Manolo's pool, Gerardo had made me walk on all fours to bring him the cream jar in my mouth.  Then he had made me lick his feet.  Was that what I had been training for?  {You keep asking yourself too many questions} Did he want me to be his little dog?  I've always thought of myself as more of a slut, but a bitch. . .  {Not bitch, bitchy.  There's an important difference.  And stop thinking and lick his feet.  He's your master} Was that the way he wanted me to go, humiliating me like that?  What kind of animal is he turning me into?  [A bitch by conduct.  A cow by udders.  A bitch for obedience].  I stuck out my tongue and began to lick her feet the best way I knew how.  My husband was present and he deserved a good show, not me holding back.  Daniel is going to disown me.  But whether he likes it or not, I can't stop doing it.   

	Maybe Gerardo was right and this was the best way.  Maybe he had planned it, thinking not only of me, but also of Daniel, even though I had completely ignored him, at least in a direct way.  I hadn't even said hello to him. But Gerardo is very smart and usually has a plan hidden inside a plan.  I ran my tongue over his instep, tasting my own fluids that I had soaked up from masturbating with his foot.  Next, I ran my tongue over his toes and stuck my big toe in my mouth, sucking on it as if it were his cock.  Unconsciously, as I did so, I masturbated with one hand. His feet were deliciously filthy and disgustingly arousing. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Does the act of blowing cigar smoke into your husband's mouth have any significance? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In every herd there is a hierarchy.  Peace reigns when all members are clear about the order of things.  The smoke on his face symbolizes that we are in Gerardo's territory and that he is the alpha.  I have adapted to that territory and I have done so willingly and I expect my husband to do the same. don't mean for him to smoke, but for him to keep in mind that Gerardo is the one in charge and that I have transformed myself to please him

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are thinking that Daniel's way is to be submissive also to Gerardo, where will Daniel's limit be? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, not Gerardo's submissive.  Daniel is MY submissive.  Logically, if I submit to Gerardo, by extension so does my husband.  No, I don't want Daniel to be his submissive.  I want Gerardo to help me submit to him.  And, most of all, I want him to stop ignoring him.  It's been a breakthrough that I can be present in his house, but it's just that Gerardo completely neglects him. I need to involve them both more

	  

	***

	  

	For dinner Gerardo had ordered a catering service, as was usual for him, when we didn't go out to a restaurant.  I freshened up and put on my makeup again.  It was necessary, as the blowjob I had given him had been slobbery and between my own saliva and his presemen I had smeared my cheeks. You saw it, Daniel, didn't you?  Of course I would have liked to have seen my husband's face when Gerardo unloaded in my mouth with a bellow, but my boss had taken measures to make him invisible to me and, among other things, had blindfolded me.  So I could only imagine it.  But that face, though imagined, I will never forget.  

	What did you think of me, of your wife, when you saw me so devoted to a considerably older man, to my boss, who is also our main source of income?  Did you feel disgusted?  Or did you get excited?  Did you think I was a whore or a perverted slut?  What was worse?  If only you knew that I was doing it for you!  But I couldn't tell him that, because it would take a lot of the magic out of the whole thing.  What turned Daniel on was that I was doing it for me and not for him.  Anyway, he was also doing it for me: I want to experience this path and no one better than the experienced Gerardo to guide me.  Besides, I wanted to take my husband to a new level and for that I felt I needed the help of an alpha male - not in the physical sense, but in the psychological one.  I didn't know how exactly we would do it, because, if one thing was clear, it was that Gerardo wasn't interested in anything remotely to do with anything bisexual.  Quite unlike Silvestre and even Luis Alberto.  [You're going to miss a lot of things with Gerardo.  You can still take a turn. ] {No, it's too late for that.  Besides, although you may miss out on some things, you will experience others}.  However, experience with his friend Manolo had taught me that he liked to exert control in front of other men.  I will have to grope blindly to find the way, just as I do at his house when I blindfold myself, but the important thing is that I think there is one.  

	I put on my red dress - the one with the transparencies - and went downstairs.  It was a pity that because of the bra I had to wear, I could not show it off fully.  Gerardo sat next to me, while my husband had to settle for one of the corners, on the other side of the table and diagonal to me.  My boss had put on a shirt with a vest and tie, which gave him a very stately look.  My husband, on the other hand, was more simple and sporty, in his jeans and Lacoste T-shirt.  He wasn't a designer, but I often bought his clothes for him, and I had given him that ski jacket as a gift. had bought it for him with the salary I earned thanks to my boss. 

	Before starting to eat, Gerardo took off my necklace and put the choker back on, explaining that this way I would look prettier with the dress I was wearing.  To all intents and purposes, it was the same thing, for in a more subtle or more grotesque way, both accessories symbolized the same thing.  However, not content with the new arrangement of my costume jewelry, he pulled out some handcuffs from somewhere (they were new ones, as the ones he had given me to do my exercises before the summer were still in my house), cuffed my hands behind my back and asked me to stay upright at all times.  Now my swollen tits jutted out even more, as I threw my shoulders back and, with that, my chest forward.  Obviously I couldn't eat like that, but Gerard took it upon himself to chop up the food and put it into my mouth bite by bite. I am completely at his mercy.  I took a fleeting glance at my husband.  Daniel didn't gesture or change his countenance.  He was serious, but we had both learned to read each other's minds, simply by looking into each other's eyes and so, without moving his head, he nodded.  It had been a whole conversation without words and in less than a second.  Gerardo, it seemed, was unaware of our quasi-telepathic conversation.  

	Dinner passed without any event worthy of special mention.  Gerardo took the conversation to the plane of work, commenting on anecdotes whose meaning inevitably escaped my husband, who watched in silence.  He had only opened his mouth to take the morsels to her. Like two lovebirds, my boss and I were laughing, which contrasted with the serious countenance of my husband, alone, on the other side. 

	It was clear that Gerardo was trying to corner him, to minimize him.  I had had to swallow his presence -I had negotiated it, I had demanded it- and I was willing to pretend he was not there.  Under normal circumstances, that would have been a tremendously discourteous act, not only on his part, but also on mine, as I was a necessary collaborator.  But these were not normal circumstances; this was the first round of a game, whose horizon went beyond that night and whose rules were evolving. Step by step.  For the moment it was clear that I was Gerardo's girl and that Daniel had nothing to do with all this.  My husband should have been grateful to be able to watch, nothing more.  But the rules for the second round were still being written.  The current situation was a good starting point, as it made the hierarchy clear, but it was not going to be the end point.  If Gerardo had plans for me, I had plans for both of us.  Gerardo was the boss, but I had the advantage of playing both sides. still didn't know how to achieve my goals, but I was a woman and that gave me an advantage that no strings could neutralize. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"You know, Daniel, he's the main character, the one who gives meaning to everything.  Without him, you'd be nothing more than a divorcée with a hard-on.  It's your husband who is the interesting character, along with your relationship.  Gerardo is nothing more than a mere toy in your hands, a necessary instrument for your perfect relationship. The pity is not knowing anything about Daniel's feelings, along with yours, although you let them be glimpsed

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You've got it right!  Yes, some toys are dangerous, but those are the most fun.  I'm sorry I can't convey much more of my husband's feelings and opinions.  I've said it before: he's very private.  That makes it more difficult, but it would also distort our situation, if I were to elaborate more than what actually happens. I know what he feels and what he thinks, but I know it mostly by intuition, not so much because he expresses it explicitly

	  

	And so, this book is a good occasion not only to give my husband a voice, but to force him to express himself.  

	  

	Anonymous (a different one): 

	"Hi, how are you?  I'm continuing to read the book! ! !  How does Daniel like your book?  Is it possible that some details of your adventures he is discovering now, through the book? ! ? ? 

	  

	The follower was referring to the second book, which he had just released at. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hi.  Yes, my husband is discovering some little details by reading the book, some things that I hadn't told him yet.  Well, rather, he has discovered, because he had already read it before I launched it, obviously, because it has helped me in several things, especially in the revision. For example, in chapter XIV there is more than one detail that he didn't know

	  

	And in this one that I am writing, there are also several details that he does not know and that he will discover when he reviews it. Of course, there are also things I don't know that I will discover when I edit the parts he has written. 

	  

	***

	  

	After dinner, we went to bed.  Gerardo had already instructed me on what to do with my husband.  He didn't like having another man around, even if he was my husband.  It was something I had to respect, even if it was not the ideal situation I would have wished for.  It was the first time the three of us would be sleeping under the same roof and that was already a major step forward. I accompanied my husband to the guest invitation, where he would spend the. 

	-I'm sorry," I said, "I have to tie you up. Gerardo doesn't want you running around loose while I'm in bed with him, and he doesn't mean your little bird

	husband's little bird, of course, was caged. 

	Daniel looked at me in surprise, but let me put on the handcuffs Gerardo had given me.  They were the same ones he had handcuffed me with during dinner.  

	You're all right, aren't you? 

	Daniel nodded, but gave the impression of being more absent than present.  His rictus reminded me of the one I must have had on occasion, when I moved into subspace.  The first time it had happened with Luis Alberto. With Gerardo, I had also reached that trance state several times, but to be honest, that first time with Luis Alberto had been the most intense. 

	-I love you," I whispered.  I gave him a long kiss goodbye.  Sorry for the awkwardness.  

	I felt sorry for my husband having to sleep under those circumstances, but that was the way it was.  It was the beginning and things would get better with time. Or so I hoped.  In any case, I was sure that if not for one reason, it would be for another: my husband would not sleep that night.  I stopped in the doorway and turned to look at him.  For an instant, his gaze dropped to my neck, where I wore the necklace again, instead of the choker.  Gerard had swapped accessories again after dinner. I turned off the light and left the room, deliberately leaving the door open. 

	Gerardo was waiting for me in the master bedroom.  He was lying on the bed, reading a book entitledBlind Man's Bluff, which translated meant something like The Blind Man's Bluff.  Apparently, as I found out later, it talked about submarine warfare.  I started to take off my dress, which made my boss immediately stop reading.  I undressed completely, even taking off my bra, although I left it on my bedside table so I could put it on again later.  Then I helped Gerardo to stand up, to undress him.  He loved it when I did that, when I took off his shirt, his pants and especially his socks.  He liked me to do it with pampering and devotion to his aging body, adoring every wrinkle, every bump, every mole and every stretch mark.  And it turned me on to do it and I don't quite understand why.  I was turned on by the contrast between my nakedness and his clothed body, the contrast between his ugly body and my relatively beautiful body, the contrast of ages, the contrast of wisdom and the contrast of roles.  Once naked, I ran my lips up and down her body, pampering every square centimeter of her skin.  What hands would I have fallen into if I had not met you?  You care for me, guide me, and understand me.  You even understand my need to involve my husband.  I knew the latter had not been easy for him at all and I was ready to make it up to him that night.  I was going to give him a good show to reward him.  {Pavlov's conditioning? } Maybe. . .  I might be standing before him naked and unarmed, but not helpless. My boss would gradually understand that it was better for him, if Daniel was present. 

	Gerardo lay on his back on the bed and I sat with my legs spread over his pelvis.  It was one of his favorite positions.  That way he could see me, while I made the physical effort and he enjoyed it.  And on this occasion, he had more reason to want to see me.  My tits were pointing at him likeFat Man atomic bombs, the cause of the Nagasaki apocalypse.  Yes, my new breasts would now be one of my best weapons, although they were not the only one.  For obvious reasons, Gerardo left the light on.  As a side effect, the glare filtered into the guest room, where my husband would try to sleep.  Gerardo gazed with greedy eyes at my new breasts, while I played with my mane, hands behind my head.  {As if our new tits needed that pose to lift them up! } Gerard made an effort, pulled in his abs and sat up.  I thought it would be to touch my breasts or to kiss me, but I was wrong.  He grabbed my wrists and I felt on one of them the cold, hard metal clinging to me.  Where did these new handcuffs come from?  {Perhaps from under the pillow? } [The question you should be asking yourself is how many handcuffs he has and what other gadgets he has bought! ] My boss pulled my arms down and cuffed behind my back the other wrist.  Unlike the handcuffs I had used before - the ones that were now holding my husband prisoner - these had a shorter chain.  I felt myself getting wet and my nipples erect.  Is it healthy for this to turn me on?  How can something like this turn me on?  [You're crazy, no doubt!  The first time I had made contact with handcuffs I had been extremely aroused.  It had been at Nuria's house.  She had given them to me to use with Daniel.  But instead of going home, I had gone to Luis Alberto's apartment.  I had not done it so that he would use the handcuffs on me. . .  at least not so consciously.  Later he had used them on me.  He had taken me to that trance they call subspace and had taken advantage of my state of temporary mental alienation.  He had gone three times too far with me. . .  [You should be in an insane asylum, locked in a straitjacket and supervised by doctors who are experts in this kind of pathology! ] And yet here I am handcuffed, in bed with my boss.  {Yes, at the mercy of his wise guidance through this dark and gloomy territory}.  Fortunately, I was not in the hands of just anyone.  Gerardo was not Luis Alberto, fortunately, mostly, although sometimes. . .  My heart raced and I pounced on his lips to kiss him.  My tongue thrust viciously into his mouth and fluttered with his, savoring his flavors and making him savor mine.  Gerard slipped his cock inside me with one hand, he's got it hard!  Normally he needs direct stimulation to get like this, but this time all he needed was the sight of me.  He gets off on my breasts.  He gets it.  I moaned. started riding him. 

	The image of my husband came to mind. We are both handcuffed, we are both naked, we are both to some extent at the mercy of my boss. There was a certain parallel, even if I had a cock in my loins and didn't sleep alone tonight. 

	Ayyyy! " I cried out. 

	The scream had forced me to pull away from his mouth.  Gerard was pinching my nipple.  With his other hand, he squeezed me with it, forcing me to kiss him again, without diminishing the painful pressure on my nipple.  Despite this - or perhaps spurred on by it - my tongue fluttered furiously around his, though this time it did so inside my mouth, rather than his.  Gerard was penetrating me with his cock and with his tongue. I am his.  

	-Give your husband a good show," my boss encouraged me.  This time it was he who interrupted the kiss. That's what you want, isn't it? 

	Of course I want to put on a good show, for you and my husband.  But screaming in pain?  Gerardo arranged the pillows behind his back and leaned back.  He felt my breast with his free hand-as if he were assessing or evaluating the work he had commissioned-while his other hand continued to squeeze my nipple.  Next, his index finger and thumb circled my nipple, but, unlike what was happening with my other tit, they did not squeeze. I intensified my riding movements on it. 

	-Do it! I asked. 

	I looked into his eyes, nodding and biting my lip at the same time. Do it!  Make me scream!  The scene was similar to the one I had experienced in this very bed, when his brother, sister-in-law, nephew and father had slept at his house, on the occasion of his birthday celebration.  Then, too, she made me squeal.  That time I had moaned and howled, both in pain and pleasure.  Gerardo had pinched my nipples hard to force me to be louder and thus provoke the envy of his relatives, who, no doubt, had not been able to believe their luck, finding a female much younger and more attractive than him.  Finding me.  I didn't particularly like pain.  That's not what I'm looking for.  In fact, that occasion had been the first and last so far that Gerard had hurt me (spanking aside).  But I'd be lying if I said it didn't turn me on.  The pain had turned me on, against all logic.  More than the pain, it was the screaming and moaning without restraint.  {Ah, and that mix of pain in your nipples and pleasure in your clitoris! } And I was doing it again.  And now I had a much bigger audience than I had on that occasion.  

	-Ahhh!  -Auuu!  -Go on!  Make me scream more! - Ohh

	There was no need to pretend; the moans were real.  They were a mixture of moans of pleasure and cries of pain.  Sometimes it was more one than the other, sometimes it was the other way around. Daniel, what do you think I'm doing?  What do you think Gerardo is doing to me?  Do you hear how I moan with him?  Do you understand me now?  Had Gerardo forced me to tie him to the bed for that reason, to avoid any possibility that, in the face of the loud moans, he might get up and come to my defense?  Would you do it, Daniel?  Would you defend me?  Or would you submissively understand that it was not your place to do so?  Daniel knew better than to do it, not in his house.  But, seeing me in handcuffs, would you believe that Gerardo was forcing himself on me?  Or would you trust that I had become a lecherous whore who, in reality, was enjoying this new facet like a bitch?  That was certainly a subject to be examined in the hopefully near future. For the time being, my husband would have to make do with what he heard and I with the imagination of the effect it would have on him. 

	Plas! 

	Oops! 

	Gerard had released one of my breasts and had unloaded an audible spank on my ass in return. Like a spurred filly, I accelerated my movements on him. 

	-Uhh-uhh-uhh-uuuuh! " I moaned.  My clit rubbed against his pelvis, causing me to moan in pleasure. Obesity played in his favor, for that. 

	Maybe it was just because of the situation or maybe Gerardo had learned to play my body like an experienced musician plays his flagship instrument: sometimespiano, sometimes mezzo forte or even forte, changing rhythm and even key, all to produce the desired effect.  Gerardo alternated the way he coaxed those musical notes - my cries and moans - from my mouth.  It wasn't all forte, nor of course did he let it be piano for too long.  Just like in jazz, Gerardo was improvising and that improvisation, though harmonic and melodic, was unpredictable.  With my hands cuffed behind my back, I had the same capacity for action as an instrument: I could do little more than vibrate in resonance with the notes my boss played, always obeying the rhythm and melody the maestro had chosen.  No, that master's body was no Adonis, but what it lacked in beauty and vigor, it made up for in experience and creativity.  Do you understand me now, Daniel?  Listen to how he touches me.  Gerardo was not gross at all, unlike other younger men who confuse being dominant with being a savage.  If he pinched my nipple hard enough to make me howl, he did it with just the right length and pressure.  If he unloaded a spanking, he did it at just the right time.  And if he forced me to lean over him, he did it to repay me with a wet kiss. I felt entirely at his mercy, Gerardo did it with my complicity, knowing how it turned me on that my husband was listening to those musical notes. 

	-Are you willing to let me take you by the hand? he asked, loud enough so that my husband could hear us from the other room, even through my moans. 

	Yes! " I exclaimed just as loudly, "Yes! 

	Will you go with me as far as I wish? 

	-Yes, boss, as far as you want!  -At that moment, I really meant it.  Ahhh! " Gerardo had pinched both my nipples hard at the same time.  Ahhh!  As far as you want! I repeated. 

	Between moans and howls, I cum all over him.  Gerardo soon ejaculated inside me, filling my vagina with his fertile sperm.  I fell on his chest.  Our heartbeats became confused.  I was sweaty from the mixture of pleasure and pain he had given me, as well as from the exercise of riding him frantically.  Gerard still had his cock inside me and, although I was already drowsy from post-orgasmic drowsiness, his cock was still pulsing in my vagina, emptying itself with the last spasms. for the spasms of his cock in my vagina to cease. 

	I have to go see my husband," I whispered. 

	Gerardo said something unintelligible that I deliberately took as a yes.  His eyes were closed and he was already entering the realm of Morpheus.  With difficulty, as my hands were still cuffed behind my back, I got up and left the bedroom.  As I had imagined, my husband had not slept a wink. Without turning on the light in his room, only with the hallway illumination, I advanced to his bed, where he was still handcuffed to the headboard. 

	-Are you all right?  -he asked.  I couldn't tell if I was shocked or worried, maybe both. excited too. 

	I nodded, not knowing if the lighting was sufficient for me to identify that gesture. 

	Is it always like this? 

	I didn't answer her question.  I leaned over and whispered in her ear, "I love you.  You know that, don't you?  -I didn't wait for his answer.  My lips sought his and I kissed him.  I had just kissed Gerardo, but this kiss was different. They both touched my soul in a way, but my husband's went to my foundations, while Gerardo's took refuge in some dark hallway of the building that was my strange person. 

	-Hey, you haven't . . . . ?  -stammered Daniel, when I broke away from his mouth. He salivated as if looking for a bitter taste. 

	I didn't answer him.  I took the sheets in my teeth - I was still handcuffed - and moved to remove them, leaving him naked.  In the gloom, you could barely see him, but I knew his little bird was caged.  Of that I was sure.  I had not discussed this with Gerardo, I had simply done it on my own initiative, because it seemed to me the most appropriate thing to do.  There was no way I wanted to risk my boss being threatened by my husband's -supposed- masculinity.  Daniel was my husband, but there, in his house, he was not a man; he was not there for that.  He had been invited to be and for being a consenting cuckold husband and only as such was he tolerated there.  Besides, it was convenient that my husband did not forget at any time who was in charge: we were in my boss's house and here he was in charge. And he even does it in such a way that he can make me howl with pain and pleasure, without you having to or being able to intervene.  I climbed on top of the bed and maneuvered carefully, until his head was between my legs. It was not easy to keep my balance with my hands cuffed behind my back. 

	-What. . .  what are you going to do? my husband stammered, "Are you crazy? 

	It wasn't the first time he had fed him Gerardo's semen.  Usually, Daniel used to resist -sometimes more, sometimes less- when I did it.  His masculine -dominant- side rejected it, but his feminine -submissive- side longed to share that experience with me. In a way, it's not a bisexual act, but rather a lesbian one.  In any case, Gerardo's semen had ceased to be his the moment he had ejaculated and deposited it in my body.  It was now part of me.  At least that was how my husband tried to approach things, trying to appease his masculine side that felt disgusted.  I, of course, didn't see it that way.  My lover's semen was his mark on me, the proclamation that sexually I was his.  At least as long as I chose to be.  His semen inside me was mine, but it was still his.  The act my husband was about to perform was a representation that I accepted his horns and that he fully supported me in my sexual adventures.  This is very important to me, love.  You may not imagine how much.  But it was not only an act of acceptance or even submission, it also symbolized his desire to share my experiences with me in the most intimate way possible.  Share Gerardo with me, love.  Now that you've seen it, isn't it great?  It was something that meant a lot to me and also to my husband, or so I thought. It was a ritual that brought us together, even if his masculine side kept opposing it. 

	Trying not to lose my balance and not to step on his arms with my knees, I descended to sit on top of his mouth.  My vaginal lips opened to kiss him.  I moved my hips to rub my clitoris with his nose.  My husband breathed in the mixture of smells and began to lick me. Yes, smell it!  Eat it!  Suck it in.  Surrender to him.  I felt his semen sliding down my vaginal walls and being captured by my husband's willing tongue, to ingest the mixture between my boss's sperm and my own secretions.  The position was not ideal: we were both handcuffed and that limited our movements; I could barely rub my clit against him.  Yes, stick your tongue inside, deeper!  Despite this, my husband's tongue managed to make me cum again.  His success was not due to his skill, as neither of us were comfortable in our positions.  It was the situation that had me completely ecstatic.  My husband, handcuffed to the bed with his little bird in a cage.  Me, handcuffed too, with my nipples still sore, but on the bed, on top of my husband.  And Gerardo, snoring in the next room, after having cum inside me as he pleased.  My husband's tongue continued to penetrate my vagina, in search of my lover's ejaculation, even though I had already cum.  On occasion, I had brought such a little gift to my husband, when Gerardo allowed it, although it had always been in exchange for something.  But I have never given it to him so fresh.  It's a dream come true. With that thought and with my husband's tongue still poking into my vagina, I cum again. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Believe it or not, I admire you, because I am a one-man woman. I would have forgotten about Daniel and been madly in love with Gerardo

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"What turns you on the most?  The submission to Gerardo, Daniel's submission, what's in store for you with Mario or Daniel having the chance to see you do it, submitted by Gerardo or submitting to Mario? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"First, the contrast: the submission to Gerardo and Daniel's submission to me. Secondly, to accentuate that same contrast, allowing Daniel to see me with Gerardo

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"You look like the Mata Hari of the 21st century, instead of the Olympia of Paris.  Tumblr is your stage and we are your spectators.  And as she used to say "whore yes, but not traitor".  In other words, "whore yes, but loyal". Aren't you afraid of ending up like her?  Are you sure that with Mario it won't backfire and Gerardo will throw you out?  Or that Daniel will be overwhelmed, no matter how cuckolded he is? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm only clear that I'm not clear about anything.  That and that right now I'm very attracted to what Gerardo can offer me. And that sometimes scares me

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"What if Gerardo wishes to have your child and promises you a series of proposals that are financially unreasonable? 

	  

	***

	  

	The next morning, I woke my boss up with a slow blowjob.  I wanted to show him that he had not been wrong to allow me to bring my husband to his house.  Daniel had not bothered him at all; he had remained quasi-invisible and if he had had an effect on me, it had been to make me more aroused by his mere presence and thus more receptive to pleasing Gerard in every way. My boss groaned. 

	-Do you like the way I suck you? asked in a tone of voice loud enough for my husband to hear from the other room. 

	The doors were open and although Daniel did not have a very good ear, even if he did not understand each of the words, surely he would easily understand the meaning.  It was a little late and he would surely be awake by now, that he had been able to sleep all night, which was not easy, being handcuffed to the headboard of the bed.  It was cruel, yes, but necessary. Better times will come, love.  Maybe if I try harder. . .  

	Gerardo moaned and cum in my mouth.  His cum was not abundant, as he had already unloaded last night.  But, even so, I had the sensation that it was flooding my mouth.  Satisfied, I swallowed some of it. got up and moved away from the bed. 

	-One thing I wanted to ask you, Gema: What does that key on your ankle chain mean? my boss asked

	I used to wear the little chain on my ankle, though rarely with the key.  Gerardo had made me abandon the anklet my husband -proud of his hotwife- had bought me in Mexico, but Daniel had bought me a new one.  I hadn't gotten around to commenting on the wearable, however.  It was possible that my boss hadn't noticed that detail until now.  Or maybe he had noticed it, but hadn't wanted to comment on it. Or maybe what he's trying to tell me is why I'm wearing an anklet again, if I left it off as a sign of submission to him.  I gestured that I would get back to him later and left the room.  In the guest bedroom, my husband was on his back, just as I had left him. was awake and haggard. 

	Good morning, beautiful," he greeted me with a whisper when he saw me. 

	Without answering him, I moved in and kissed him.  My tongue slipped into his mouth, taking with it the remnants of Gerardo's semen.  With my mouth half full, I hadn't been able to answer my boss on the spot.  I had wanted to avoid swallowing more than necessary, before saying good morning to my husband.  Daniel responded shyly to my kiss. When I pulled away he made a disgusted face. 

	-Good morning, honey.  I love you!  -I replied belatedly, "Don't make that face.  You wanted to share everything with me, didn't you?  If I can, you can," I said.  Gerardo had deposited his semen in me twice and both times he had shared it with my husband.  Besides, I swallowed half of it first.  We go toe-to-toe on everything!  I love you!  Did you sleep well? 

	My husband shook his head.  You could see on his face that he had hardly slept a wink. Poor thing!  I felt bad about it, but I didn't intend for it to always be that way.  It was simply a necessary measure.  For the time being.  

	-How about this? Iasked him, touching his little caged bird, after removing the sheets that covered it

	Daniel replied with a look of circumstance.  Yes, it had probably hurt.  Inevitably, he would have tried to get a boner and the cage had forcibly prevented it. {Don't worry, he's used to it.  It doesn't hurt as much now as it did at first}.  I wasn't proud of it, but as I said earlier, it was a necessary evil, at least for the time being.  I couldn't allow his erect cock to antagonize my boss inside his house, even more so when my husband's was (just a little bit) bigger.  Is it true that with age dicks shrink, what a shame!  Fortunately, as a hot wife, I could always have a supply of fresh meat - hotwife privileges.  Sure. . .  yes Gerardo allowed it -privileges of being dominant-. But I had Mario on the verge of taking the bait -it was a splendid day! 

	I released my husband's handcuffs.  Gerardo had given me the keys to the handcuffs so that I could take care of him.  He wanted as little contact with Daniel as possible and trusted me.  My husband rubbed his sore wrists and stood up.  I hugged him.  We were both naked, except for his bird cage and the special bra he was to wear for a while, after the operation.  After a long hug, I urged him to get dressed.  I took the opportunity in the meantime to go to the bathroom and wash up.  Then I quickly put on my make-up and put on my stockings, garter belt and heels.  I hesitated for a moment whether to put on my panties as well.  Gerard was a fetishist and liked not only the stockings and garter belt, but also the panties.  Above all, he liked to take them off. Fortunately, he doesn't keep them.  Mr.  Ripoll does that.  But none of the panties I had at Gerardo's house - all of them sexy - matched the coarse bra, so I decided to go without.  Botomles instead of toples.  {The first word doesn't exist, but I agree they should invent it}.  [Well, the RAE has accepted almóndigas and deuvedé, so you have a chance.  But, for that to happen, it would have to become fashionable].  {Time to time.  There are many who read Gema's books.  Remember, we are a wiry North Korean agent, whose goal is to destroy Western values.  The botomles will triumph! } [What I'm not sure is how it would be written.  With two teas or with one?  I returned to the guestMy husband was already prepared. 

	-Come!  -I said, taking him by the hand.  We went down to the kitchen and I showed him where the things were to prepare a breakfast and explained how Gerardo liked it.  You better have a quick breakfast first. Then set up the dining room table with our breakfasts and stay out of the way when I go downstairs with Gerardo," I instructed him. 

	Daniel nodded dumbly.  In the doorway, I stopped for a moment to turn and look at my husband.  Yes, that was good, I thought.  Since he was there, he needed to show himself useful, in addition to being invisible. That's the way.  [You are cruel and merciless! ] Why?  Daniel already prepared breakfast for one of my lovers once, and he did it without protest.  [He didn't prepare it, really.  He bought it and brought it to you].  And that detail matters?  [Besides, it was Silvestre] Aha!  And as with him I would have already arranged it. . .  And I was suffering for him, afraid that we were going too far with him.  [I can see you'll never forgive him, even if you loved the experience.  But what's the deal?  Are Gerardo and Daniel working together or not?  Get it straight at once! ]  

	After breakfast, I prepared a cigar for my boss, obviously without whiskey on this occasion -it was not the time. Gerardo told me to open a drawer in the bookcase. 

	I want to see you masturbatefor me," he said, pointing to the stool in the living room, where I had already masturbated for him more than once 

	We are off to a good start this morning!  

	Inside the drawer was a new suction cup dildo.  I still had the other one at home.  The new dildo was a little bigger than the old one, but not huge by any means.  Unlike the other one - the one he had made me take home for my throat exercises - this one was of the realistic type.  The glans and even the veins were perfectly marked. could have been a real cock, except for the color, green like the wooden walls of his living room, yet translucent, made of gel. 

	Gerardo liked watching me as much or more than fucking me. In a way, like Daniel.  He probably felt powerful, knowing I was doing it for and to him.  Did Daniel feel that way too?  I shook my head.  Gerard enjoys his power and my submission.  Daniel enjoys my depravity and his humiliation.  I felt humiliated, excitingly degraded, riding the dildo while he watched me.  Masturbating under his watchful eye - and even more so, like this - was more humiliating than kissing his feet.  I felt exposed and helpless, as if I were in an obscene shop window, in full view of a leering public.  The least of it was that only he could see me, although, on this occasion, so could my husband.  Thank you, Gerardo, for doing this for us.  Gerardo had just cum and I doubted his libido would be so high again that he would ask for that.  [Maybe Daniel being there will turn him on, even if he won't admit it.  He likes to feel the power.  He has it over you and now he discovers the pleasure of having it over our husband too].  {Yes, imagine him discovering additional pleasures along the way. . . } Amused by these thoughts, I shook my head.  I couldn't imagine Gerardo like that.  I didn't picture Daniel that way either.  {Despite his bisex experience with Nuria and Silvestre? } It was a one-time thing, a slip!  {Yes, a slip that you'll never forgive him for.  You use Gerardo to punish him -okay, but only partly for that-.  Wouldn't it be a divine punishment that in addition. . . } [Yuck! ] {Come on, come on!  Where's the "if I can, he can"? } I shook my head once more, but glanced sideways at my husband.  My recent thoughts were still echoing in my head, even though I had shaken it.  I looked openly at my husband and smiled at him, as I placed the suction cup of the dildo on the stool, ready to impale myself on the new toy.  "If I can, he can," kept echoing in my head. My smile involuntarily turned mischievous. 

	Suddenly, Gerardo stood up and disappeared up the stairs with unexpected agility.  It didn't take him long to come downstairs.  When he did, he was holding two pairs of handcuffs in his hands. Always the handcuffs!  He had gotten a taste for restraining my hands.  He whispered something in my ear.  I nodded.  I turned to my husband, who was, as I had ordered him, in the corner of the room.  I led my husband to the window and there, with the handcuffs - the ones with the longer chain - I pinned him against the radiator.  Then I returned to the stool, where Gerardo was waiting for me.  Without asking his permission, I picked him up and placed him in the center of the room.  I don't care what Gerardo thinks; I want Daniel to be able to see me.  Gerardo didn't protest, although I didn't look at him either - just in case - to see if he was happy with my decision.  

	My boss took off my bra. He wants to see how my swollen breasts bounce to the rhythm of my riding.  Then, he put the other pair of handcuffs on me, pinning my arms behind my back.  His hand felt my wet sex.  With ease, he slipped two fingers into it.  He pulled them out and brought them to my mouth, so that I could check -- as if I needed to -- that I really was wet.  I sucked on the fingers and tasted my own juices, while looking into his eyes.  I couldn't see my husband's reaction, nor could he see me, because Gerard had placed his burly body between us.  Finally, he retreated to his armchair and, after settling in, motioned for me to begin.  

	With my legs spread wide, I positioned myself above the stool.  I slowly lowered my hips, until the glans brushed my clitoris.  Despite the momentary pleasure, that had not been my intention; I had missed my aim.  I stood up, took a small step forward and lowered myself back down.  That was not a comfortable position; I had always hated squats.  I adjusted the angle of my hips to aim the dildo at my hungry pussy and impale myself on it.  I lowered down and the glans pushed its way between my vaginal lips.  Slowly, the dildo worked its way into my vagina.  As hungry as my pussy was, it had to first adapt to the thickness of the dildo.  I had to make several progressive attempts until I managed to make it disappear inside me. {Chachá!  Magic! }. I felt the realistic - somewhat exaggerated - veins of the dildo rubbing against my vaginal walls. 

	I started to move up and down, mainly moving my hips.  I had my eyes fixed on my boss, as I masturbated with the sex toy he had given me, but in my imagination I saw my husband.  Daniel was oblique to me, out of my field of vision, but I imagined him watching me anyway. That's what we both wanted, love!  It had taken me a long time to be able to include him like this, ever since my relationship with Gerardo began.  It was never easy to find a true goreador, a willing lover who understood the needs not only of the woman, but also those of the husband and partner.  Gerardo had not cared either for good or for bad about my husband.  [Cut the crap!  You didn't include Daniel before because you didn't want to.  You preferred to be alone with Gerardo.  You preferred that your relationship was solidified and that there was no possibility of taking a step back].  But at the cost of letting him decide about my boob job, I had managed to change him a little bit about it.  [Well, what I just said!  You've done everything you can to make it so there's no turning back.  Your little ass. . .  Silvestre's and then Luis Alberto's, against all precautions and against all odds.  And now, your tits by Gerardo.  You're going from bad to worse with your ravings.  The worst thing is that you take all this very seriously and there's really no turning back].  Did Gerardo feel threatened by my husband?  I avoided looking away from him, although the temptation to turn my head a little and look at my husband was great.  Did he think this was all a gay thing?  {It's possible, but it wouldn't be logical, considering the two encounters with Manolo.  But of course, Manolo is a friend of yours and what is fucking, it's not like you were doing it in front of him either}.  [What it is to fuck, he couldn't do it in front of Daniel either].  

	Gerardo was looking at me with his greedy eyes wide open, while he was smoking with satisfaction his morning cigar.  His eyes roamed my body, from my eyes, to my breasts, especially my breasts, to my sex. Your breasts; the ones you gave me, Gerardo.  Look, I look like a. . .  I watched with fascination as my sex engulfed the dildo.  At times, Gerardo demanded that I cum this way, commanding me to ride myself to climax.  That is, when he doesn't make me stop suddenly, before I can cum.  The task of cumming, however, was not easy, as the necessary clitoral stimulation was lacking.  I could have vaginal orgasms, but they were always by far more difficult to achieve than clitoral orgasms.  What are you going to do this time, boss, assuming I can cum like this?  For an instant, Gerard looked away from me, towards one of the corners of the room.  It had been just a second, but I was sure he had looked at my husband.  What do you think, did it bother you?  Was it his way of showing his superiority?  I groaned to make sure I had his undivided attention again.  I don't want you two to cross eyes.  It's too early for that.  

	When he considered that he had covered his first nicotine dose of the day, Gerardo extinguished the cigar and got up.  Strap in hand - I didn't know where he had gotten it from, as I was too ecstatic to notice - he approached me with slow but steady steps.  His fly was positioned a few inches from my face.  Gerard hooked the leash to my collar.  Next, he unzipped his fly and pulled out his black cock, letting it dangle in front of my nose. Yes, boss.  I leaned over and turned my head until I managed to catch it in my mouth.  I liked the feel of it growing inside my mouth from my attentions and expertise.  Without the help of my hands -even if I had wanted to use them, I couldn't-, I started to suck him, until I got it hard all the way.  It was not so easy with Gerardo; possibly because of his maturity.  Young men, on the other hand, get a hard-on easily.  The mere visual stimulus is often enough for them.  I like to know that I give them a hard-on, just by looking at me, just by anticipating what will come next.  But I prefer to experience how it grows in my mouth.  Gerard had already cum this morning, so I had to work harder to get his full erection again.  With the dildo in my vagina and his tasty cock in my mouth, I felt full.  My mouth was salivating as if trying to compete with my vagina.  

	Gerardo felt my breasts. Or should I say his breasts?  {Obviously, yours! } [Obviously, yours! ] After all, he had chosen them and paid for them.  And what do you think of me now, Gerardo?  They're nice, but. . .  His experienced fingers found my nipples.  He squeezed them.  

	-Mmmm!  -His cock stifled my scream.  With his cock in my mouth, I couldn't howl. didn't want to, either, if it meant having to get rid of it. 

	In retrospect I have to say that maybe I didn't squeeze too hard.  But I was very sensitive at the time and, at the end of the day, what mattered was how it felt.  Gerard let go of my nipples and caressed my breasts again.  Suddenly, he pulled his cock out of my mouth, slipped it back into his pants and closed his fly.  Like a little girl whose lollipop had been taken away, I looked at him asking why he had done that.  In response, Gerardo squeezed my nipples again.  

	This time I couldn't stifle a groan

	The metallic clanking of my husband's handcuff chain against the radiator flooded the living room as soon as I stopped howling.  

	My boss pulled away from me and gently tugged on the strap, signaling me to stand up. No orgasm!  The dildo left my loins, making me feel empty.  I had run out of toy and treat.  His hand felt my sex and his fingers slipped inside it.  This time three went in.  Instinctively.  I moved my hips, trying to fuck myself with his fingers, looking for a stimulus to replace the previous ones.  I want my orgasm!  Gerard watched me with a mixture of curiosity and satisfaction and let me masturbate like that for a while.  Again and for a few brief moments, his gaze strayed in the direction of where my husband was.  Then, he withdrew his hand from my sex and brought it up to my face.  His fingers glistened, lubricated by my abundant juices.  I looked into his eyes and understood.  I stood on tiptoe and engulfed his three fingers in my mouth.  They barely fit, how did they fit in my pussy like that?  Tasting myself was not something I particularly enjoyed.  I'm not a lesbian.  But the situation was turning me on.  I sucked on her fingers as if they were her cock, glad to have found my lollipop again.  And fatter and tastier than before.  

	But my joy was short-lived.  Gerardo made me turn around and removed my handcuffs.  Instinctively, I rubbed my aching wrists.  My boss pulled the strap down, forcing me to bend over.  He kept pulling until I had no choice but to stay on all fours.  Then, he turned around and advanced to the couch, leading me by the leash as if I were a little dog.  Yes, if I had ever had any doubts about what the collar was for or what it symbolized, they were instantly resolved. I'm her little dog.  [But the tits, hanging down like udders, might well make you look like some other kind of animal. ] I followed him to the couch, like a faithful canine.  Gerardo sat down.  Then he patted his thigh with one hand.  I didn't understand him at first, but he insisted with the gesture.  Do you want me to climb on your legs?  I climbed onto the couch.  Then I crawled over his legs.  With his legs between my knees and my hands, Gerard put his hand on my back, telling me to lie down.  I obeyed.  Next, his hand moved down to my buttocks, barely grazing me, causing my skin to bristle.  He caressed my buttocks like a gentle breeze.  Then, a little rougher he parted my legs and sought his way between them to my wet entrance.  His fingers slipped back into my vagina, seeking that rough area where the region discovered by Gräfenberg is.  I moaned. Apparently he had succeeded in his search. 

	-How are you doing with Mario? he asked me suddenly. 

	His question took me by surprise. hadn't expected him to be interested in that, and even less so at that moment. 

	Well. . .  I guess," I stammered, not quite knowing what to say. 

	Mario had always tried to flirt with me.  He thought he was very attractive -in fact, he was- and he had a certain air of superiority, knowing the effect he had on women.  He thought he was the irresistible alpha male, but he didn't know that there was only one cock in that corral for me: my boss.  Naturally, the other girls flirted with him. I could swear that at least one of them, the slutty one, had more than one affair with him.  The slutty one, the girl I suspected, was married!  {¿Y? } And something told me that her husband didn't know anything -hotwife's instinct; I could recognize my peers-.  While I found Mario tempting, I was loyal to my boss.  You have to respect the hierarchy.  But Mario, far from being discouraged, kept trying, even harder.  It puzzled him that, while I was nice to him and even played the flirting game at times, I was not making any real headway.  A horny wife - you can tell by my attitude - who doesn't want to get to the bottom of it, where has that been seen?  His alpha male mind, accustomed to success with females, could not grasp the situation.  Intrigued or challenged, his flirtations had been getting more and more brazen.  

	But since my appointment as his boss, things had cooled down a bit.  It seemed that Mario was afraid and regretted the many foolish things he had said to me before.  I didn't doubt that he was still interested in me, but he had become more cautious. Logically.  It was time to normalize the situation.  The tricky thing was to steer it in the right direction: I wanted Mario to continue flirting with me, but without forgetting about the new hierarchy.  I didn't want him to completely lose his Don Juan airs with me, but I didn't want him to overdo it either. I was looking for a delicate balance, from which to throw him the hook so that he would take the bait without the possibility of spitting it out. 

	-I'm working on it. All according to plan," I replied, puzzled.  "You don't mind, do you? 

	It was not to bother him.  That had been the deal: a free hand to flirt with an employee of his.  In exchange, he could introduce other people into our sex life. [Whoever he wants, Gema, whoever he wants!  You've given him carte blanche. ] {Come on, sis!  It's no big deal.  What's the worst he could choose?  Tiburcio, no doubt!  We hadn't specified people; only that we had agreed that he could decide who to introduce.  Mr.  Ripoll didn't count.  That was a service I performed as an employee of the company; it was not part of Gerardo's and my joint sex life.  I had no doubt that Gerardo, in his own twisted and unpredictable way, was introducing his best friend, Manolo, into our sex life.  {Who resists, by the way}.  

	-That's not what I mean," Gerardo clarified.  He shook his head as if reprimanding me for always thinking the same thing. I'm talking about Mario as an employee, as your subordinate.  How is he managing?  Have you been able to keep him and the rest of the department running at full capacity? 

	-Well, there we are," Gerardo had announced the organization as soon as I had my boob job, but it was all very recent, still. Considering the sick leave, I had hardly had time for anything.  It's not easy, but I'm working on it. 

	-No, it's not easy to manage a group of people.  I'm glad you appreciate that," Gerardo said sympathetically.  I understand that you're still in a learning phase, but I'm not satisfied with the results. His tone changed abruptly.  You're low on numbers and, on top of that, the last report wasn't complete. 

	-Yes, well . . . .  is that. . .  Margarita was sick for a week and Mario took a couple of days of vacation and could not deliver the data he needed for the report and

	-That's what I meant," she said, interrupting me, "it's not easy to manage a group of people.  Everyone has their own interests, their own agenda, but you have to get everyone working towards the same goal.  There can be no excuses, Gema!  If he went on vacation, it's because you authorized it.  He should have given you the data before he went on vacation.  And if he hadn't had time to do so, he shouldn't have taken them.  But he is not to blame, at least not to me.  The responsibility is yours.  -His tone remained stern.  You should have talked it over with him before.  You should have made his responsibilities clear to him. s not acceptable that he went on vacation without having done his homework or that you authorized it.  Don't you agree? 

	-Yes, sorry, boss.  -Suddenly my excitement was gone.  I had said boss in the classic sense of the word.  You're right, you're right. Next

	-Don't worry.  -His tone softened.  I know you're learning, and you only learn from experience, especially bad experiences.  -He sounded sympathetic again.  But that doesn't absolve you of your responsibility.  You are a boss now, not an employee.  You have upward and downward responsibilities and you have to juggle both. s not easy, I know. 

	What's all the chitchat about?  We didn't usually talk about company stuff in private; we had other things to talk about.  It was the first time during sex that we talked about work stuff.  Why?  Is she trying to send a message to my husband?  [Maybe she wants to let him see that you have been promoted, that you have an important position. . .  responsibilities, problems. . . ]?  Do you think he is trying to provoke admiration from my husband?  Do you think he is doing it as a strategy, to make him feel inferior to me and also to him, to make him completely submissive?  [I think he's trying to provoke me to envy you. . .  and not exactly to make him more submissive].  didn't quite understand, but his fingers pressing on my G-spot while his other hand caressed my back, didn't make it easy for me to concentrate

	I told you that, if you wanted to be a boss, you would have to assume the responsibilities and also the possible punishments for bad behavior or poor performance by you or your people.  You remember, don't you? 

	I remembered. Yes, we agreed on something like that during dinner, in Beni's Wagon.  

	The time has come to take action to rectify the poor performance.  Here! 

	My boss took the vibrating bullet out of his pocket and offered it to me. More than offering it to me, he urged me to take it.  I was confused and didn't know what to do.  Nothing fit.  Confused, understanding partly and only partly what I wanted, I turned it on.  It immediately began to vibrate in the palm of my hand.  Gerardo took it from my hand and brought it to my crotch.  I adjusted my pelvis as best I could, to trap the vibrator between my clit and his leg.  I moaned as I felt the pleasurable vibrations on my little magic button.  I don't understand what he really intends with all this, first his speech and now this.  His hand had returned to the task of caressing my buttocks, while with the other he kept rubbing my G-spot.  But how many fingers does he have inside?  Was it called a G-spot, because it provoked moans?  Or was it really in honor of its discoverer? I moaned. 

	Plas! 

	Oh! 

	Gerardo had stopped caressing my buttocks and had unexpectedly unloaded a spank on them. 

	Remember what we agreed," he warned me, as he went back to caressing my buttocks. 

	-Yes, boss," I replied.  This time, I had expressed the word boss in the other sense it had for me.  

	I looked at my husband.  By luck - or maybe by strategy - Gerardo had positioned me in my husband's direction. Daniel was gawking at me, his eyes wide. 

	So you agree, right? 

	Yes, boss," I answered again, not taking my eyes off my husband

	Plaf! 

	Oops," I protested. 

	I heard the clanking of my husband's chain against the radiator. 

	-What do you agree with, Gema? asked my boss, undeterred. 

	In that you can punish me for underperformance," I replied in fright, anticipating a harsh punishment to show who was boss

	Ahh! 

	Gerardo kept alternating spanking with electrifying caresses, still rubbing my moaning spot with his other hand.  The vibrator he kept pressed on my clitoris did the rest.  The pain of the spanking began to merge and blend with the pleasure, which didn't stop me from moaning or screaming. {Howl.  From now on, it's called howling}.  This was not the first spanking I had received in my life as an adult.  [Adult and adulteress! ] Gerardo had already administered a few to me.  But not like this.  He's going to make it clear to my husband who's in charge.  Daniel had witnessed two.  The first, he had helped Silvestre punish me for being ashamed of my hotwife status and hiding my alliance.  And I thought it was Silvestre's idea, but it was really yours, Daniel!  Gerardo unleashed another resounding spank on my buttock.  I howled.  Take this, Daniel.  This one is for you.  I was sure my husband's spanking was hurting him as much as it was hurting me.  His expression, half excited, half horrified, showed it.  Daniel had held my hands on that occasion, helping my goring.  Well, look now!  Gerardo doesn't need your help.  With his hands cuffed behind his back, he didn't need anyone to help him.  He wouldn't need it either, if he didn't have handcuffs.  After that time, there was another, though not at the hands of my lover.  The second had been in public, by Luis Alberto.  The privilege of spanking me had been one of the prizes of the poker game.  And that too you agreed with Silvestre, Daniel!  I howled again, as I felt a new and strong spanking on my ass.  Because of you, Daniel!  The third time, Luis Alberto had also administered it to me.  The bastard had handcuffed me - just like now - and beaten me with the belt.  This all came from you, Daniel!  And I had floated in subspace.  Silvestre first (that is, my husband) and then Luis Alberto, had awakened something hidden in me [Hidden, forgotten or not understood?  Didn't your father also spank you, when you were little, when you misbehaved]?  

	Yes,daddy," I said, without Gerardo asking me anything

	I looked at my husband.  I was sweaty and the drops -or were they tears? - didn't let me see well.  Had Daniel pulled on the handcuffs, trying to get loose to help me? {Help you or help Gerardo? } Or had he just settled in?  If you weren't handcuffed, would you come to my defense?  Would you accept your place and the place of each one of us?  Do you understand now, Daniel?  [Do you?  Do you?  Do you? ] 

	Yes, boss. 

	  

	***

	  

	curiojotj:  

	"It's funny how you try to incorporate Daniel in your new facet, but at the same time you show that you go out of your way for Gerardo, even more than for your husband. Before it seemed like a perfect duo, with Daniel in your narration, but today he only seems like a supporting cast second.  Do you do it unconsciously or on purpose, as another game of belittlement and humiliation? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Everyone must know their place in this relationship. Daniel and I are inseparable, but, at the moment, Gerardo is the Sun, I am the Earth and my husband is the Moon

	  

	***

	  

	Listen," my wife said, "you have to go home alone. 

	What do you mean, go alone?  

	It had been an intense weekend.  I had been amply forewarned by her stories and the twinkle in her eye when she talked about him.  But I could never have imagined my wifeso submissive to him.  It wasn't just what she had done, but the attitude with which she had done it.  She is much more into this than I had imagined.  I, for one, had spent two very uncomfortable nights.  But it had been worth it to witness it.  It had been worth it to get to know that side of my wife.  So intense.  Now I knew what I was up against.  And you want me to go home and leave you alone with him?  

	But I don't understand," I replied. 

	Gema bit her lip. was nervous. 

	-I'm sorry, love.  It has to be. Gerardo

	Gerardo!  Always Gerardo!   

	-He asked me to stay with him tonight," Gema continued, ignoring my mental explosion.  Alone," she added.  You have to understand.  This has been difficult for him too. You

	Has he had to sleep in handcuffs?  Has he had to watch his wife demean herself with another man?   

	-. . .  presence is not easy for him," Gema continued, once again ignoring my indignation.  It was a first step.  We will get used to each other.  

	I can't leave you alone with him!  Not after what I've seen.   

	-Gema, what about Vicky?  What are we going to tell her?  We told her we were going away for the weekend.  How am I going to go back now without you? I objected.  What am I going to tell her? 

	-I don't. . .  I don't know," my wife answered.  She bit her lip again.  She usually did that when she was excited.  But this time she seemed tense, even dejected.  It was clear that she didn't want to stay and that she felt forced to do so.  But then, why was she doing it?  You'll think of something, Daniel.  I. . . " She sighed, "I. . . " She shook her head, "I. . . " She tried for the third time, "I can't tell you now.  I'm going to stay, Daniel.  Please understand.  It's hard for me too.  I love you.  I do it for you, love.  I don't want this to go wrong. It's the first time, our first time. 

	But it wasn't planned that way," I insisted. 

	-No. " Gemma shook her head.  Her eyes were watery.  It's only this one time.  Understand him.  He's not used to it and he wants to have me alone for a while. wants to

	-Reconnect?  -I interrupted her.  Claim you? exclaimed indignantly, it was up to me to reclaim her! 

	My wife tilted her head slightly and nodded even more slightly. looked like she was about to tear up. 

	He wants to have me one night alone for himself

	He's already had you all to himself and two nights besides!  Handcuffed in the guest bed, I had been forced to leave them alone in the master bedroom.  But that's not enough for him!  And for her. . .  neither!  

	-All right," I agreed, dejected.  If there was one thing I knew, it was that in situations like that the worst thing to do was to argue with her.  If I forced her to choose between me and him, I would only hurt her. And in a bad way, I might even lose her. had already seen how deeply she felt her submission to him.  I'll think of something to tell Vicky, don't worry," I mumbled.  When are you coming home? 

	It was Sunday.  We had started this on Friday and the idea had been to come home together on Sunday afternoon.  I shook my head. I had no idea what to tell Vicky.  Apparently, Gerard not only cared more about her than me, but even more than our daughter. 

	-Monday afternoon," my wife replied.  I'll go to work from here.  You know it's close by.  But from work I'll go straight home, I promise! she hastened to say. 

	-All right," I mumbled, trying not to sound too angry.  I understood my wife's arguments. Gerardo's, that is.  She says what Gerardo tells her to say and doesn't even realize it.  It seemed excessive and selfish on her part.  On Gerardo's part.  But there were worse things in life.  I wish all problems were like this.  The time would come when he would get tired of it.  Besides, it was true that we had taken a step in the right direction.  Previously, I would spend nights with him alone.  Now, I would spend only this one.  I hope this is a real exception.  All right," I repeated. I'll pick you up at work," I added impulsively. 

	-It's not necessary, love. Besides, how are we going to do with the cars? 

	You are right.  I am stupid. didn't even know why I said that. 

	-Don't worry, I'll manage. I'lltake public transportation, even if it takes forever to get there. We'll come back in your car. 

	-I don't deserve you!  -my wife exclaimed. hugged me. 

	I just can't see you cry.  She was cheerful again.  She was no longer on the verge of tearing herself apart internally.  Seeing her happy filled me with bitter happiness.  And what the fuck do I tell our daughter now?  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You commented in your previous report about getting pregnant - isn't it a hot fantasy to have another baby from Daniel? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Fantasy, maybe.  I remember when we were sweethearts, when we talked about having a baby, we both got very horny.  It was enough to mention the subject in the street, taking a walk, for him to get a hard-on and for me to wet my panties.  Yes, getting pregnant can be a very exciting topic.  But it would still be a mere fantasy.  Neither of us really want to have more children.  In fact, Daniel can't, because he had a vasectomy years ago.  Sowould have to be from another man, which, as a fantasy, is exciting, but not as a reality. Although no method of contraception, except abstinence, is 100 percent safe

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"You're going to get pregnant now by who, Mario or Gerardo? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Of none. Not a chance. 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXVIII – Head TRAINEE 

	  

	"You're perverse, sick and twisted.  I like that in a person. " - Message to Gerardo (English internship) 

	  

	  

	Gerardo had announced the reorganization of the departments as soon as I had my breast surgery.  Although still on sick leave, I had seen the communiqué he had sent by e-mail.  Tiburcio, the other boss, had sent another similar communiqué, introducing, however, some nuances that, as he understood, were of no importance.  Mario belonged to Tiburcio's division and, with the new organization, he was moving to Gerardo's division.  How Gerardo had managed to convince his partner, bearing in mind that they were getting along to kill each other, was an unknown.  "Gerardo now has a stronger position, thanks to the contract with Mr.  Ripoll, thanks to me", I said to myself, not without pride.  [I tell you how he did it: you'd rather not know].  For my part, I had accelerated the recovery time to rejoin the company.  On the one hand, an aesthetic operation, purely optional, was not a fortuitous sick leave.  At least I felt that way.  On the other hand, I had a lot of work ahead of me and no time to lose.  I had enough to do with the envy I had generated.  Neither Gerardo nor Tiburcio had announced the new head of the department, but the rumors had been inevitable.  Both had waited for my return to work to make the official announcement of my promotion.  Some, despite the rumors, were curiously surprised.  Others were not surprised at all, regardless of the rumors.  Yes, I'm the boss's bitch.  What's going on?   

	Even so, I had received quite a few congratulations, including from Mario.  The poor guy looked a little scared, but maybe it was just my imagination.  A few weeks earlier, he had flirted with me, as he used to do.  Mario was one of those who thought he was irresistible. . .  and, to do him justice, I had to admit that he was. Although for my taste he was a little too self-confident and cocky.  Mario took flirting as a sport and wouldn't take no for an answer.  He didn't get a lot of no's either.  As far as was known for sure - that is, based on hearsay - he had had an affair with at least one co-worker.  In his last attempt to hit on me, he had told me - to provoke me - that he was sure I wasn't as fierce as I looked.  Undoubtedly, he was referring to the fact that I used to dress very sexy at work.  Sexy secretary.  And now, as a sexy executive, in the same clothes, am I still putting you on? I had put on my best smile, wrapped my hair around my index finger, let a few seconds pass before answering him, and finally leaned over to whisper in his ear

	"If you knew only a tenth of it about me, you'd freak out and run. "

	What she had told him was true, although she had said it to provoke him.  Evidently, Mario, at that moment, took it as a joke and laughed.  But he believed that he had managed to plant in him at least the shadow of doubt and thus lower a little of his overweening confidencea ladies' man.  That, of course, would not stop him from flirting with me, nor would it have been my intention.  On the contrary . . . .  I only intended to warn him.  He who warns, is not a traitor.  It's not my fault if you didn't believe me.  

	But after my promotion was officially announced, I had the feeling that he was acting self-conscious about me-not unusual for him-and that he regretted his blatant flirtations. I have no regrets.  They have been very pleasant and fun times.  Everything points to the fact that he was not one of those who had expected me to become his boss.  Of course you couldn't have seen it coming, if you worked for Tiburcio.  [Mario had changed abruptly with me and was behaving cautiously.  This is not going to be easy.  I have to see a way to get him back on the charge, to catch him.  {Maybe a trip together?  To Barcelona, for example?  Or Bilbao}.  Bilbao?  We have no clients there.  {Yeah, so what? } I had to think of a good plan.  {Don't get lost, girl!  Work comes first.  What you have to think about is how to organize this cage of crickets to get the job done and, if not succeed, at least get closer to the goals set. ] I preferred to go slowly, without rushing things unnecessarily.  I'm not in a hurry, but I do have a goal. 

	With Gerardo, I had taken a giant step forward. But I had also had to sacrifice things in exchange.  I had sacrificed a part of intimacy.  {Yes, but only part of it.  Daniel doesn't have access to Gerardo's bedroom}.  And I had sacrificed the experience of coming home from work, pulling down my panties, ordering my husband to lie on the floor and letting him taste me, not knowing whether he would find himself in for a surprise or not.  For a while we had played that I would receive a punishment if I didn't guess correctly if my pussy kept a little present from Gerardo for him.  That was no longer possible, now that we would only do it at my boss's house, in the presence of my husband.  That was one of the delights I was giving up, in exchange for my husband being (almost always) present, when I was with Gerardo.  Ah, but Mario. . . Mario opens up other possibilities.  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I love your blog and honestly it excites me a lot.  I understand you, your husband and your lover, but I have a question for you: would you be willing to have a Gerard, but as a girl?  I mean, a similar story, but with a woman. I am eager to know more about this story that has given me so many orgasms

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for following me.  No, I don't see myself with a woman.  I am not bisexual.  I'm attracted to Gerardo, because he's dominant and because he's a man. Really, with a woman I don't see myself with

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerardo asked you if you still wanted to fuck Mario.  Are you going to be disciplined like Gerardo?  First the business, then the candy? With three screwed already and Gerardo bringing in his partners, why would you want Mario? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Because it turns me on to imagine how I pervert this handsome show-off, who thinks he's the prototypical Iberian macho. He still doesn't know what's coming to him

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"We are a group of people who want to convince you to desist in your way and attitude of life and return to the path of our country's standards: family, home and children.  In short, being a good mother and faithful wife.  Your way of life should not fit in our society, so we ask you to desist in your attitude and way of life.  We know it will not be easy.  Your degree of perversion and lust are high, but we are patient. Like our Lord Jesus, we believe it is still possible to save you

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Let me time, someday. . .  maybe. . .  when I have managed to move you all to the dark side and this has become normal.  Then, I will move to the light side, which will be the abnormal at that time. Amen. 

	  

	***

	  

	It had finally happened, and I wasn't sure it was a good idea.  That impolite Gerardo hadn't even deigned to greet me -I'm her husband!  Without me, none of this would be possible!  But that hadn't surprised me.  I already knew his manners from the time we had dined together at Beni's Wagon and from meeting him at the beauty clinic.  What I didn't understand was how Gema, my wife, accepted that he behaved like that with me.  She didn't seem to care.  Gema spoke enthusiastically about his intelligence and culture.  But what was clear - the only thing that was clear - was that he was rude.  Education doesn't show in what you know.  It doesn't show in what degrees you have.  It shows in how you treat others.  And he was supposed to be a good boss?  It was hard to imagine he was, with those manners he displayed.  {He's like that with you.  He has treated her well, with courtesies}.  He treated her like a bitch.  But, okay, that's another thing.  I kept pedaling as hard as I could.  I didn't want to be late.  Besides, the intensive exercise was making it hard for me to think.  I didn't want to get too lost in my thoughts. That was dangerous. 

	Actually, I didn't mind if he ignored me.  Seeing how he was, in fact, I'd rather he did.  I wasn't there for the chitchat, after all.  If he treated me as if I wasn't there, as if I were invisible, almost as well. Then I could focus on myself and my wife and observe. 

	But the bastard had only let me watch half of it.  He hadn't let me see how they fucked. Nor what happened the next day.  He had reserved that for the bedroom.  He had excluded me.  Worse, he had handcuffed me to the bed, as if I were a common prisoner or a child who doesn't know how to hold back.  And Gemma had agreed to all that.  Mind you, I had heard her moan like never before.  I would have heard her moan even with the door closed.  Was she always like that with him?  Or had she exaggerated, knowing I was there?  How was it possible for the dirty old man to make her moan like that?  His cock was supposed to be even slightly smaller than mine.  Not even with Silvestre and Luis Alberto together did I hear her scream like that.  It couldn't be real, could it?  Of course, I had hardly slept all night.  How could I, with my wife's moans echoing in my head?  Sleeping handcuffed to the headboard was no easy task either.  Did any of that matter to him?  Or to her?  Well, no.  But I hadn't gone there to sleep either.  Not for chitchat or to make friends or to sleep.  

	My heart was pounding and I was all sweaty.  I looked at my watch.  I would be late if I didn't hurry.  I had been too optimistic about my abilities and had miscalculated the times. If I was late, would he wait for me?  d rather not risk it. 

	It was true that in the living room she had given me a good show.  When had I ever seen my wife like that?  I thought back. No, never.  There were only three scenes that came to my mind that were vaguely similar.  Very vaguely.  There was the minimalist PVC outfit -to call it something- that Silvestre and Luis Alberto had bought her to take her to the macro-disco, dressed like a whore.  The least important thing was that Luis Alberto had fucked her right there, on the dance floor and in the ass.  There was also the image of my wife, sitting topless at the bar of that place, where Luis Alberto and Silvestre had hired her as a whore.  I had found her like that, when I went to pick her up after the striptease she had performed there for a bachelor party.  Whore and stripper are not the same thing, but I know what I mean.  The last image that resembled it was that of my wife handcuffed and devastated, in a hotel room, precisely at that wedding.  The scene had been grotesque and not at all erotic, Luis Alberto's fucking beast!  Actually, among the three scenes, the ones that most resembled what I had seen at Gerardo's house were the first two, despite the absence of handcuffs and despite the fact that the third scene, as in Gerardo's house, did have them.  What made them similar was the devotion my wife had shown.  Obviously, I had not seen what Gema had done with Luis Alberto in the hotel room and I almost preferred it that way.  Devotion, that devotion, for me was the key.  And of that, of how my wife felt about her boss, she had amply demonstrated with Gerardo, in his living room. 

	The aesthetics had been impeccable.  That I had to leave it to him.  Except that the old green guy broke any aesthetic. No, it was better he hadn't seen it.  Erotic, yes, but digestible?  Yuck!  And the cigar?  Double yuck!  How was it possible that my wife smoked, if she hated it?  {How is it possible that I do so many things for him?  See?  You're still fixated on the superficial.  You're shallow}.  

	I had to admit that Gema was crazy about that guy.  As much as it pained me, I had to admit that it had to be due to something. He must have some good qualities.  Otherwise, how else to explain it all?  Smoking, drinking, crawling. . .  it was all so atypical of her.  I didn't recognize her.  Honestly, I don't recognize her.  She's changed for the better in many ways.  But I don't recognize her.  And the breasts!  She had put them on, because he had told her to!  If I had told him, he would have told me to go fuck myself!  But all he had to do was tell her and she didn't even think about it!  The top hair, the color he wanted.  The hair on the bottom, the color and hairstyle he wanted.  What influence do I really have on her?  And now the tits!  There was more of Gerard in her than of me.  I gave her the anklet as a hotwife symbol, because I'm proud of her and she threw it away in Mexico, at his request.  He throws mine away.  And hers. . .  he tells her to put on boobs and she puts them on.  {At least she hasn't taken off her wedding ring.  Isn't that the most important thing? } The old man had put the necklace on her.  Not the ornamental necklace -jewelry or gold or whatever; I didn't care about that - but the COLLAR necklace.  The dog collar.  But, more important than that, the BDSM collar.  I knew the meaning very well.  And Gerardo knew it too.  My wife was naive; she didn't realize the real meaning.  {I'm afraid you are the naïve one}.  She had also put the collar on me.  The dog's.  Had it been a coincidence that shortly afterwards he had put it on her?  They talk about everything.  Gerardo knows everything we do in bed.  She tells him everything.  I have no privacy.  Gema had put the collar on me, but I loved her!  It was different.  I'm still naive.  Gerardo had put a BDSM collar on her.  Submissive?  More like slave, at this rate.  Gemma had been extremely submissive towards him.  Not for an instant had there been a hint of rebellion or opposition.  And, at the very least, I protest and make things a little difficult for you.  Horny wife?  Was she still, really?  No, this is something else.  {She's going to start with Mario, as soon as she manages to seduce him.  And you know she will.  She's still a hot wife}.   

	With those breasts, she was going to have an easy time seducing him.  They weren't natural, not that.  Nor were they natural looking.  They were round and pointy.  Round when viewed from the front.  Pointy when viewed from the side.  Prominent, from any angle.  They were eye-catching. {Look what breasts I've put on, so you can touch them! } She would never have put them on like that, if it had been up to her.  {And you, how would you have wanted her to put them on? } What difference does it make, if she's already put them on anyway, and he's decided?  

	The GPS spoke, indicating a new turn.  I had my cell phone in my backpack and had barely understood it.  But I had studied the route beforehand.  I was not aprofessionalamateur -yes, I know those two terms contradict each other-.  These beasts of the road were prepared in every way, both materially and physically. I was just an amateur who very occasionally took the bike. 

	If I was already licking his feet, what other things wouldn't I end up doing for him? It would have been better not to witness it!  What other things was he doing that I didn't know about?  He has the right not to tell me everything.  I wanted it that way.  But when I had told him, I hadn't thought of someone like Gerardo.  {What did we agree on?  Wouldn't you rather not see him or know about it? } Even if she had to let him, Gerard knew how to handle her.  He wasn't sure how he had managed to cast such a spell on her.  But what he did know was that it hadn't been by cock.  No, Gerardo didn't go straight to the point.  He was very careful with the scenery.  I have to give him that.  {And doesn't that make up for his physique?  For me it does}.  I thought you'd say that, you traitorous bitch!  

	He had handcuffed me so that I would not intervene. He handcuffed youto make you participate.  But you want to see everything backwards} {He ignored me!  {She ignored you to make you a sharer!  Aren't you a submissive cuckold husband?  Isn't that what turns you on? } I DON'T LIKE GERARDO FOR HER!  I didn't particularly care that she did.  I wasn't offended by it.  If anything, I was annoyed that he deprived me of being present in her bedroom.  It's her way of telling me that she has something special going on with her, something I'm not invited to.  The spanking had indeed bothered me.  Evidently, it was something my wife consented to.  And even wanted.  She was a big girl.  She didn't need me to intervene.  But I didn't like the old man spanking her, hurting her.  A gentle, erotic spanking is one thing.  But a hard spanking. . .  {Didn't you help Silvestre spank her?  It wasn't that hard, but it wasn't an erotic spanking either}.  That's different!  Gerardo. . .  Silvestre. . .  If you don't understand that it's different, I don't even know why I'm talking to you!  {I don't need your permission to talk to you.  You can't deny me, no matter how hard you try.  As for the differences between the two of us, in the end it always comes down to the same thing in your case.  Didn't you want to be submissive and feel like a submissive} Well, I wasn't turned on at all by him handcuffing me!  {Yeah. . .  but that's not what I meant and you know it.  Besides, I don't believe you.  And besides the ademases, you weren't handcuffed by him, you were handcuffed by her.  How would you have felt if he had done it? } A shiver ran through my body. preferred not to answer that question. 

	I was exhausted.  I couldn't take it anymore.  I had overestimated my capabilities. So what did you do it for?  You want to be a hero in front of Gemma?  You think you need to do it to impress her?  You think you have to impress her? } 

	The pictures!  I couldn't get my wife's boob job out of my head.  {Yes, you pretend.  Anything to avoid answering the question}.  I couldn't help thinking that she had put them on for him, how and when he had wanted.  I felt a hint of admiration for him, but it quickly vanished.  It's because of the pictures!  I had put those breasts on him to make him look good in the pictures.  {And it wasn't just for aesthetics.  It was to attract clients.  He wanted to give her a more powerful book to attract more clients and make money with her.  How many hundreds of thousands of euros was each contract?  Yes, that's why Gerardo had wanted to put them on.  {No, you're dead wrong: that's why Gema wanted to put them on}.  I beg your pardon?  {No, not for the clients.  For the photos.  She loves to have her picture taken and wants to look good in them.  That's how he convinced her.  But, before you go: You still haven't answered the previous question}.  

	Gemma was completely devoted to him.  Part of me felt excited.  But another part of me felt anxious.  There were so many things I had to talk to my wife about. But I can't do it.  I can only hope that she knows how to interpret me well, but she is blinded by her supposed splendor, the one I don't see.  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Every couple is different, but for those who are thinking of adopting this lifestyle, why don't you explain a little of what your week is like?  I don't know, for example: on Monday I work and one of them I give Gerardo oral sex in the office.  The afternoon is dedicated to the boss.  Some of them I sleep with him. Tuesday

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, you see, it's just that outside of what I comment on, my life is quite vulgar and normal; I think it lacks interest to be narrated.  On weekends I usually do the cooking, like many other women.  And when I come home from work, there is not always sex.  Often I come home exhausted and I still have my master's work to do.  It also depends on the week.  Lately, when we meet, we do it together, at Gerardo's place (what I have narrated above is the first time).  Before this agreement, I used to go to his house about two days a week and sometimes I spent the night with him.  And when I got home, it was my husband's turn to claim me. Sometimes we made love, sometimes he had to settle for licking my pussy

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Hello, Gema.  This new stage, in which your husband is more involved with Gerardo, is pleasing me a lot.  Above all, because you tell your feelings, winks, gestures and complicity towards him.  That was something that in previous stories we could not appreciate, among other things, because it was not part of the stories with your boss.  I imagine that later, at home, after all that storm of sensations, you will talk calmly and share many things.  What does Daniel tell you, apart from the fact that he loves you very much? A big kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What does he say?  That he doesn't recognize me, but he loves it.  Basically.  Anyway, Daniel is not very talkative and not very expressive either.  He's pretty reserved, even with me. But we understand each other. 

	  

	***

	  

	Daniel had come to pick me up from work on Monday, just as he had said he would.  Coincidentally, I had just seen him in theparking lot, through the window of my boss's office.  I had seen him fighting with the trunk of my car to get my bike in.  I can't believe you came by bike!  You're crazy, Daniel!  Apparently, he had taken the second key, in anticipation of being able to access my car and wait for me inside.  You always have everything so well planned, Daniel.  I admire you.  My husband had timed it well and had arrived just at the time I was scheduled to leave work.  Now, however, I was the boss and had more responsibilities, so I couldn't always leave at the scheduled time. often had to work overtime, the real kind. 

	Gerardo had also seen my husband through the window.  He had looked up from the computer and followed my gaze to theparking lot.  He hadn't said anything, but I sensed that he hadn't really liked seeing my husband there, let alone in cycling tights.  [Is that what you mean?  Do you think he's jealous of our husband, and for more than one reason? ]Gerardo stared for a while, watching - perhaps amused, now - as my husband tried to put the huge mountain bike in the tiny trunk of my Mercedes, my company car that I had earned for the special services I offered to Mr.  Ripoll. 

	Before you go, Gema," my boss told me, without taking his eyes off the window, "you have one more job to do

	I looked at him in surprise.  It wasn't about it being time to go out.  "My husband is out," I thought to tell him, pointlessly highlighting the obvious.  Surely he wouldn't think of roping me into something and making my husband wait. Surely any report could wait until the next day. 

	-Get undressed," he said, fixing his eyes on me.  All of it. Everything but the heels. 

	I looked at him in surprise.  It was time to leave, but that meant it wasn't late and there were still people in the office.  Gerardo had become very reckless about these things.  Nevertheless, I obeyed. Where the captain rules, the sailor rules.  But first, I went to the door and turned the latch.  I took off my jacket and began to unbutton my blouse.  I took off my skirt, then my panties. My pubic hair had grown back and was luxuriant, just the way Gerardo liked it - but why had I shaved then in Mexico - and just the way my husband hated it. 

	Take off your garter belt," my boss ordered, "but take off your stockings and put on your heels

	Yes, boss. 

	My cell phone rang.  I didn't need to look at the screen to know it was my husband.  I had his personalized ringtone. Gerardo, apparently, didn't need it either. 

	Gerardo stood up and unbuckled his belt.  He then pulled it out of his pants and with the buckle in his hand, dragging the end across the floor of his office, he approached me.  With his free hand, he grabbed me forcefully by the arm and forced me to the window.  The window of his office, the one overlooking the building's parking lot, was tall and narrow.  It started almost from the floor and reached almost to the ceiling.  It was little wider than a person.  He put my hand on the window pane.  Then he grabbed my other arm and, just as roughly, made me rest my hand against the glass. Not satisfied with my posture, he pulled my hips back. 

	-Hands on the glass!  -He warned me, "lean back and lean forward.  Legs spread.  -My boss caressed my ass, taking my position for granted.  He stuck his fingers into my pussy and poked around inside me. But you're already all wet!  Hey, my little bitch in heat? 

	I stifled a groan to avoid being overheard from the office

	-Is that your husband over there?  -my boss asked rhetorically.  I don't like him coming here.  It's bad enough I have to swallow him at home.  I'm going to teach him a lesson so he knows who you belong to. Gerardo put the belt over my arched back.  Who do you belong to, bitch? 

	To you, boss," I replied, in a trance. 

	-Okay, little bitch.  I'm going to make sure your husband doesn't forget.  It will hurt, but they better not hear you scream.  There are still people in the office," my boss warned me, "I'm going to leave some nice marks on your ass, for your husband to see, then I'm going to fuck you, in this same position.  Then I'm going to fuck you, in this same position.  Do you see your cuckold of a husband?  With a little luck, he'll see you through the window too.  But don't mind if he doesn't see you.  After I've filled you with my milk, I'm going to take you to him, so he can see once and for all that you're mine.  I'll put the belt around your neck and use it as a leash.  I'll take you naked, so he can see the marks I've left on you and you'll go on all fours, so you won't spill my cum prematurely. With any luck, before you can get to him to clean you up, I'll have knocked you up.  Isn't that what you want, little bitch? 

	Yes, boss," I said again in a trance. 

	-Good. Well, count it, because it's going to hurt. 

	Gerardo came inside me.  He had done it to make my husband wait and thus demonstrate his dominance over me.  That Daniel was waiting was the least of it.  What it was about was that I knew he was waiting for me and that I knew the reason for my delay. Yes, boss.  I tasted his cum in my mouth.  If I hurry, I can share him with Daniel.  Gerardo hadn't dragged me to the window.  Anyway, it was one of those smoked glass ones and unless there was more light inside than outside, I was sure it would act as a mirror from the parking lot.  I knew, because I had checked it myself.  Gerardo had not whipped me with the belt.  He hadn't in any way.  That was all my imagination.  What was true was that he had made me undress.  It was also true that, out of caution, I had bolted the door before crawling under his table to suck him off.  It was true that everything had happened in a trance for me and that I had answered him several times "yes, boss" to I don't know what questions he had asked me.  {"Yes boss" is always the right answer}.  Once again, my imagination had played its part, this time, while I was sucking him off.  It was more usual for me to happen when he made me masturbate for him.  Or when I fucked the teddy bear at home.  

	-You can go, Gema. See you tomorrow. 

	I got dressed as quickly as I could and rushed downstairs.  I was already late and didn't want to keep my husband waiting unnecessarily. will tell him the reason for my delay, but after I kiss him.  

	WhatI taste like? I smiled and arched my eyebrows, waiting for his answer. 

	-Don't tell me. . . " said Daniel.  He made a disgusted face. It's "how do I know,". 

	Don't give me that, Daniel.  If I can do it, you can do it.  I took his face in my hands and kissed him again.  My tongue entered his mouth.  Daniel reciprocated, even though he knew what I had just done.  Besides, I know you secretly love it.  Why don't you just admit it?  

	Now do you know whatI taste like? asked him in a joking manner. 

	Again, Daniel made a face of disgust. 

	-I saw you through the window.  But I had to finish alittle work first.  -I winked.  That's the one," I pointed out, "in case you forgot.  Didn't you see me? I was naked. 

	-Really? asked my husband, incredulous. 

	I nodded vigorously. 

	-You came by bike?  How crazy!  How many kilometers is it? 

	-Bah!  It's nothing.  I came through Aravaca.  It's only about fortykilometers.  

	-Forty? But that's outrageous! 

	Daniel smiled proudly.  For a seasoned Sunday cyclist, that's nothing.  But my husband rode his bike from Easter to Palm Sunday.  Besides, we didn't have a road bike, but two heavy mountain bikes.  For me, it was quite a feat what I had just done. Are you looking to impress me?  You fool!  You don't need to.  Don't you know that? 

	-Did you manage to get the bike in the trunk? looked like you were having difficulties. 

	-Did you really see me?  -my husband asked. wasn't sure if it sounded like a reproach, because of my lateness. 

	-Did you really not see me?  -I asked him back.  He hit me with the belt. think I still have the marks. 

	Daniel's eyes widened in shock. 

	-Just kidding," I reassured him, before he could do anything crazy.  I just sucked him off.  Naked," I predicted. Except for the heels. 

	My husband slowly shook his head, maybe reproving me for the scare, maybe in disbelief. 

	-Did you enjoy the weekend?  -I asked him the crucial question.  That and not everything else was the real crux of the matter. I had taken several detours before I dared to get to that. 

	-I didn't like the ending. This time, the reproach was clear. 

	I'm sorry," I apologized, dejected.  I

	-Shhh! " my husband tenderly ordered me to silence.  Don't say anything.  I know.  It's all arranged. About Vicky. . .  too. 

	-I'm a bad mother," I reproached myself.  It was clear that I was. A bad mother and maybe even a bad wife, even though I do it all for you, Daniel.  

	-No, love, no.  Don't say that," my husband said gently.  He took my hand.  I understand. You know I support you, even though

	Even if sometimes I go a little overboard," I finished the sentence for him

	Daniel made a face of circumstance and nodded. 

	-But I understand, I really do. The only thing. . .  are you sure this is what you want? 

	This time I was the one who nodded. 

	-You know it's like a drug, right?  I say that from experience. You'll want it to go further and

	-I'll know where to stop," I interrupted him.  Trust me.  And if not, trust you. You'll know when to stop me. 

	-Are you sure that's what you want?  -my husband insisted.  We spoke in a calm but serious manner. The relaxation of the initial banter was gone. 

	I need it and

	Me too," my husband interrupted me, in a hoarse voice. 

	-Were you excited by what you saw?  -His words cheered me up. had feared that I had shocked him too much. 

	Daniel cocked his head to one side and half nodded.  He did so with a half smile, all to avoid expressing a clear and resounding yes. [Excited?  He's traumatized.  Can't you see that or would you rather not? ] I looked at him closely.  It was true that he was affected.  But it's normal.  If he hadn't liked anything, he wouldn't have stayed at home or come to see me at the office on his bike.  {Nor would he have kissed you, after knowing what you just did}.  But then, why didn't he express himself clearly? 

	-Can you stand it? asked, fearful of his answer. 

	-It would be easier for me if I hated it," my husband replied.  Or if it only turned me on," he said.  But. . . " He took a breath and sighed, "I guess I'm hopeless.  I'm torn between those two extremes.  -He shook his head thoughtfully.  I can take it," he whispered. Then he nodded, either to emphasize his words or to convince himself of them. 

	At some point," I began to ask him cautiously, "would you like to be Gerardo? 

	My husband hesitated before answering.  Reflexively, his gaze drifted to the side. After a couple of seconds, he looked me in the eye. 

	-Gerardo?  -He shook his head, still in thought.  Gerardo, no.  -Again, he shook his head, either to underline what he had just said or to convince himself. In any case, I'd like to be you," he whispered, barely perceptibly. 

	My eyes widened.  Did I hear that right? What exactly do you mean, Daniel?  [And why don't you ask him directly?  Do you think he hears your thoughts? ] {For once I agree with my little sister.  Why don't you ask her? } 

	I mean, I wish I could feel everything you feel and share your life that way more intensely," he clarified quickly

	Do you see why I can't ask him directly?  Because there are questions he will never answer me directly.  

	[Do you think he lied? ] {Do you think he's trying to convince himself that he is? }  

	Honestly, I don't know.  I think we'll figure it out as we go along.  As I discover my own darkness, I will discover yours.  But I may not be able to do it on my own.  

	{Then you should consult Sigmund Freud}.  [Yes, but his and yours].   

	I'm going to check with you, to see if there is a definitive way to silence you.  

	-This must be very uncomfortable on a bike," I asked him, touching his chastity device through the cycling leotard.  Daniel had a very tense expression. I mustn't force him to answer.  It's better to leave it for now and change the subject.  I know him well enough to know this.  

	may have gotten some chafing," he admitted, still tense, but visibly relieved by the change of subject. 

	-Then let's go home.  I'll have to take that off, put some cream on you and take care of you.  But first, I'm going to have to give you a good fuck.  Or you me. I think those chafes will take at least a week to heal, don't you? 

	Daniel nodded happ. 

	-One or two," he said. Maybe three. 

	-Don't exaggerate," I warned him.  We'll see.  But three weeks, no way!  -I started the car and we headed for home.  Play music. Whatever you want. 

	Daniel typed on his cell phone and put on the Scorpions' ballads.  I didn't usually like rock music, but the ballads of this band were the exception that proved the rule.  The car stereo played the acousticAlways be with you. 

	  

	"I don't want to leave 

	And break the connection 

	I don't want to leave 

	I don't know how to love 

	But you're the exception 

	So it goes, so it goes 

	I only know what I know 

	Then where you go, I'll go".  

	  

	I sped up the car.  I was anxious to get home. You still have to tell me what you said to Vicky, so I don't screw up.  But now that I understand English, I don't want to interrupt the song.  

	  

	"You saved the man I was 

	And now I believe it 

	You changed the man I was 

	I guess you're the reason 

	I am breathing 

	  

	I went to remove my husband's chastity device.  He more than deserved it. And if you believe the bullshit I tell you about you being my plan B, you're a fool.  But I know you're not.  But Daniel stopped me. 

	-Then," he said.  Then," he repeated in a hoarse voice.  His head sank between my legs.  Daniel began to eat my pussy.  

	It didn't take me long to cum.  But I wanted more. You're my only plan, Daniel, even if it doesn't feel like it sometimes.  But I know you know that.  Shaken, I removed his chastity device.  I lunged at his cock and engulfed it.  Fresh from the cage, I hadn't had time to stimulate it, but Daniel already had it hard.  With the sweat from the bike, it tasted like lightning, but I didn't care.  I've done worse with Gerardo. had to restrain myself to keep my husband from cumming prematurely. 

	Make love to me," I encouraged him, spreading my legs for him. 

	Do I fuck you or make love to you," he asked me mischievously

	-Phew.  -I snorted.  I don't know.  I guess both.  -My heart was pounding out of my mouth with excitement.  I wanted Daniel to fuck me hard, but I also wanted him to make sweet love to me. just know that I love you.  Or would you rather I got on top of? 

	Daniel nodded and said, "I want to see your tits. 

	I smiled.  I took off my bra and blouse. In the frenzy, I hadn't had time to do it yet. 

	-Surely he didn't hit you with the belt," asked Daniel suddenly.  

	I looked at him puzzled.  It took me a few seconds to realize that he was referring to our previous conversation in the car, in the company parking lot. I was tempted to shake my head, turn around and show him my butt, to prove to him that I had been joking, but I didn't.  I didn't

	-I leave that to your imagination, Daniel. I bit my lip provocatively. 

	  

	"I only know what I know 

	That where you go, I will go" 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Thank you and eternally grateful for answering our questions and for the enormous patience, beautiful, wonderful, wonderful, splendid, cute, aphrodisiac, sexy, morbid, sensual and divine Gema. Now, could you please explain what you mean when you write that Daniel must know and discover his feminine side?  Aren't you afraid that he will discover bisexuality? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My husband is neither gay nor bisexual, that's for sure.  If heterosexual means that one can develop a romantic and sexual relationship (or desire) for the person of the opposite sex, bisexual would mean the analogous, but including people of the same sex. No, I don't see my husband developing feelings for another man, nor me for another woman. 

	His feminine side?  Sure, all men have it.  Women have two X chromosomes and men have one X and one Y chromosome.  All men have a feminine side, because it's in their DNA.  Maybe they are recessive genes; maybe they are educated to repress that side.  But all men have their femininity.  If they discovered and developed it, the world would be a better place.  Yin and yang have to be in balance, but men have been brought up to despise their yin. I will help my husband find harmony

	  

	***

	  

	It was time to visit Mr.  Ripoll again.  And it was time for him to make a new report on me.  I wondered what he would think about my new breasts.  Mr.  Ripoll -the clown- had already protested my absence.  It mattered little to him that it was due to medical leave.  The reason for the sick leave, however, was unknown to him.  I hadn't told him and I hoped Gerardo wouldn't either.  Surprise!  I smiled as I imagined the scene I was visualizing.  Surprise!  Mr.  Ripoll was an ungrateful asshole and he was ungrateful in every way, both with respect to the extra services I was providing him, and with respect to the officers he had hired from us.  He wasn't even a good fuck and couldn't make me cum.  If I did cum, it was only me afterwards, once he was gone.  But it turned me on that he didn't turn me on.  The only thing that turned me on about him was that he had to do it as part of a professional service.  And he left me in no doubt that it was a professional service.  I didn't understand why that was so, let alone explain why I felt that way.  What is happening to me, that I get turned on by things that don't or shouldn't turn me on?  

	Sometimes, however, Mr.  Ripoll felt generous and invited me for champagne. Invite is a figure of speech, because he always charges it to the room and I end up paying for it.  {I mean, Gerardo's company}.  I don't particularly like champagne, but I drank it anyway.  What counted, however, was the detail.  It's nice of you not to get straight to the point.  {Yes, of course!  With champagne, you no longer feel like a whore, but like a luxury whore}.  Other times, as soon as I got to the hotel room, he ordered me to undress, without any preamble.  I can't complain.  At least he always invites me to dinner.  {Again, inviting is a figure of speech.  You always end up paying for dinner.  It's not that Catalans are all stingy.  Gerardo is Catalan and he is generous}.  Then I would take off my dress -always sexy to turn him on- and end up sitting on top of him, legs open, with his cock stuck inside me through his fly and him with his back against the headboard of the bed.  Of course, he takes off my panties beforehand to keep them for himself.  I always wore panties with him and always returned to Madrid without them.  Only adorned with my heels, stockings, garter belt and Gerardo's necklace -the normal one-, I rode him that way.  Everything to have a satisfied client.  That's what Gerardo expects, satisfied customers.  Referrals in this business are necessary," my boss had said a couple of days ago, "and for that you need fully satisfied customers".  In that position, Mr.  Ripoll played with my tits, although without too much enthusiasm; I could tell, because he preferred to fondle my ass.  He had already complained at the beginning in a report.  And now, what are you going to say now?  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerardo, Dídac and maybe Mario. . .  in the future that is quite a lot.  Not to forget Gerardo said he wants to share with others.  Considering this, I really hope you don't neglect your husband, especially sexually.  May I ask how you have vaginal sex with Daniel?  I think it is important. You and Daniel emotional bond away? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel is content with once a week and also doesn't get mad if I ration it even more, to get him more excited.  One woman can handle multiple men. Only time is the limiting factor

	  

	***

	  

	"Gerardo just told me that tomorrow I'm going with him to a Halloween party! ", I announced on my blog

	"Uh-huh. . .  mm-mmm. . . . .  Very good, Gema," my boss had muttered, reading in front of me the last report Mr.  Ripoll had sent him. "Excellent! " he congratulated me. 

	I still found it strange that the client - Mr.  Ripoll - reported in writing to my boss about each of our monthly meetings.  He did not detail our activities -except when he did- and talked about his feelings.  He would comment on what he liked and criticize what he didn't like.  Clown that he was, criticism was never lacking.  I have no other word to describe what it was like to have my client write to my boss about me, but I could add other collateral terms: controlled, prostituted, humiliated.  A written report, addressed to my boss, was something very different from my husband witnessing the scene.  Gerardo didn't get off on the report, or if he did, it didn't show.  But he did use it to control me and although he did not usually comment on Mr.  Ripoll's unfair criticisms, he also used it to spur me on. [Always striving for excellence, always customer satisfaction first. ] Controlled.  Perhaps it was not a collateral term, but the primary adjective.  I blushed as I remembered what Mr.  Ripoll had written and heard my boss's congratulations.  Humiliated might not be as collateral as I had thought, after all.  God, why does this turn me on?  What's broken in me?  I hated Mr.  Ripoll's reports, while looking forward to them with anticipation.  I waited expectantly for my boss's reaction. All they needed was for one and/or the other to rate me and give me a grade. 

	"Excellent," Gerardo had repeated, without taking his eyes off the screen, "You deserve an award, Gema"

	Like a dog being offered a treat, I put my ears up and wagged my tail in anticipation.  I didn't wag my ears or have a tail, but that's how I felt.  Like a silly little dog. [Hey, it's not that silly.  They say that journalist Ana Rosa Quintana can wiggle her ears.  She herself has admitted it, although she has refused to make a demonstration].  I was beginning to have difficulty seeing people with normal eyes.  I used to end up wondering what kind of sex they preferred: vanilla?  Or some perversion?  [Thieves think they are all like thieves].  "What's that Quintana like? ", I asked myself, "Dominant or submissive? ".  I had to ask my husband.  Although I think he's more Griso than Ana Rosa.  

	I didn't have much more information.  I only knew three things: First, that Daniel would not be joining us at the Halloween party. [See?  I told you so!  And your followers told you so too.  You got boobs, all in exchange for a single meeting at his house!  At the drop of a hat, our husband is excluded again].  Second, that the theme of the party was the twenties. And third, Gerardo had already taken care of my costume and I didn't need to worry about my hair and makeup. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Does a Hot Wife become so selfish, that she doesn't think about her husband's feelings?  Have you ever asked Daniel about his feelings?  How does he feel about seeing you denigrate yourself like that?  Would he like to set any limits? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Precisely one thing that characterizes my husband is that he doesn't like limits, or at least he doesn't like to limit me.  Of course I ask him how he feels.  He feels. . .  excited to see me that way.  And, at least for the moment, oddly enough, he feels he wants to be as submissive to me as I am to Gerard.  I had my doubts if seeing me like this wouldn't spur his masculine, dominant side, but I'm glad it doesn't. At least for the moment. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Have you surrendered your dignity to Gerardo?  How far are you willing to go? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My dignity?  No, not that yet.  But wait. . .  How far do you want me to go?  How far will you keep reading me, following me. . .  fantasizing about the loss of my dignity? By the way, how much is a kilo of that? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You seem to have been annoyed by the question about dignity.  I'm sorry, that was not my intention, nor was it my intention to give a philosophy class.  In a submissive relationship, the dominant party is granted certain privileges.  My interest is in how far you would go.  If I demanded of you "black kisses" or "a bukkake" or "a weekend for let's say somewhat more sadistic clients or with rarer tastes" or "making love to another woman" or "enduring her golden shower", what would you do? By the way, I'll keep reading until your desire to communicate with us disappears

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, it hasn't really bothered me.  It's just that it's not about him demanding me.  If he just demanded me, I wouldn't be interested.  I've seen that with younger men, physical wunderkinds who think they're alpha males, but who have no idea what it really means to dominate.  What attracts me to Gerardo is his maturity and the way he brings out my darkest fantasies, those that I myself am unaware of or would openly deny.  He explores me, understands me, reveals them and SEDUCES me to make them come true, holding his safe hand.  

	In answer to your question: If he DEMANDED that I do any of the things you say, I would refuse and I would consider leaving him. Yellow card at first, red card at second

	  

	{And you believe it? } 

	  

	***

	  

	I got home a little late.  For once, it wasn't because I was working overtime at the office or at my boss's house.  Daniel was watching the Real Madrid game on TV.  RealMadrid vs.  who?  I had no idea.  I like men in their underwear.  I like them better without.  But twenty-two men in their underpants running after a ball, I just didn't see the point of it.  Fortunately, Daniel wasn't much of a soccer fan, although for my taste he was too much.  He only watched his team's games.  And I let him.  So they can say I'm a dictatorial and ruthless harpy.  

	I went upstairs to the bedroom, changed and put on heels, stockings and garter belt (come on, my half work uniform, but I already said I didn't come from work), no panties and no bra, and went downstairs in that getup to the kitchen.  I took a cold beer out of the fridge and approached my husband.  Daniel was lying on the couch, concentrating on the soccer game.  For a few moments, I blocked his line of sight with the TV, but I quickly reached down.  I unzipped his fly and sucked him off without further ado, without a word.  Daniel wanted to say something, wanted to do something, but I stopped him. Go on watching the game, love.  Let me do it.  I took my time with him.  Goal!  When he came, he came in my mouth.  I swallowed his cum and kept sucking until the last spasms of his cock were over. cleaned him thoroughly with my tongue and went back to the bedroom without a word, heeled down the hallway and showed him first my taut tits and then my tight ass. 

	"I think he deserved it," I wrote below on my blog. "Sometimes he deserves it. "

	  

	***

	  

	It was proving to be more difficult than expected to have Daniel accompany me to Gerardo's house.  It was complicated.  My husband had to process very strong and contradictory emotions and Gerardo was not making it easy for him.  On the one hand, my husband was extremely excited to see me with another man.  That had always been the case since that fantasy was installed in his head or since he discovered that particular philia.  On the other hand, my husband still didn't like Gerardo.  It was logical that seeing how my boss acted live with me and having to put up with the indifference with which I treated him, without any complicity whatsoever, must not be easy for Daniel. a man he dislikes fuck his wife.  He has to watch me ask him - sometimes beg and plead with him - to do things to me that I would never allow my husband to do.  And yet I sensed that it was precisely this antipathy she felt for Gerardo that contradictorily turned her on the most.  [You're wrong.  It doesn't make sense that the more she detested him, the more it turned her on].  {It's not true.  It makes all the sense in the world.  The stronger the emotions, the more intense the experience}.  Between the two extremes that my inner little voices sometimes exposed, on this occasion I tended to lean towards the latter.  I had already had that experience with Silvestre and Luis Alberto.  The latter had driven my husband crazy, both in the negative and positive sense.  

	Yes, it had been a huge step that we had taken with the fact that my husband could now be a direct witness.  As I said, that excited my husband a lot - although Gerardo was against it.  But it went beyond the excitement it gave him.  In fact, this was necessary and fundamental, but it was not the objective in itself.  For me -and for Daniel- it was important to be able to share this experience as together and united as possible.  However, the reality was that the live performance was not so easy for him to process.  It was far from being a bed of roses; rather, it could end up being explosive, if he didn't remedy it first. We were still far from that situation, but it was becoming increasingly clear to me that the path we were on needed some small changes of course. 

	However, if anything helped my husband in that situation, it was that he felt especially submissive towards me. With Silvestre he didn't need to feel that way to enjoy his horns.  But with Luis Alberto I began to see what he really needed.  In this sense, the chastity device I put on him every time we went to our boss's house helps him to hold on to something, to that feeling of sweet and submissive love for me.  The chastity device made things so much simpler for my husband.  It symbolized that he wasn't there because he liked it or disliked it, but because I wanted him to be.  It allowed him - in part - to escape the internal debate he had about whether he should be aroused by seeing me thus degraded by another man.  Therefore, I was not to let my guard down about my dominance over him.  And that wasn't easy for me either, as I have never considered myself a born dominatrix.  It was neither too much nor too little; balance was the important thing.  But what exactly is the point of balance?  [Domination with affection and love].  {But not without rigor and discipline. } But as I said, it wasn't easy for me either. Switching from submissive to dominant mode, in an instant, was just as complicated for me as it was for my husband to go from seeing me groveling before another man to seeing me standing over him. 

	Closely related to the previous point, but deserving of a separate mention, was the fact that I was his Goddess to my husband.  He was submissive to me and was very happy that way.  But he had to deal with watching his Goddess grovel like a common slave to another man.  Obviously, that must have been something that was not easy to fit in.  If I was a Goddess, how could I humiliate myself like that in front of Gerard[It seems that the question is more your question, rather than Daniel's.  And you are right to ask it.  In my opinion, you have fallen very low].  It was not an easy balance for me either.  It was not my desire for my husband to see Gerardo as the Supreme God.  That was the hierarchy we had, but it was not what I necessarily wanted it to mean.  Daniel is mine, mine alone.  I did not want him to be submissive to Gerardo, at least not in a direct way.  But at the same time, I know that's what I need.  What we need.  Not only could that put us both on the same level in his mind - Gerard's submissive - but I was simply possessive.  Daniel is mine!  Taking him to the professional dominatrix that time had not been an easy step for me, but a necessary one.  Just as necessary as Gerardo's helping me.  Obviously, Daniel had to obey Gerardo as well.  In fact, I wanted Gerardo to be more involved, especially so that I would stop ignoring him.  I don't want him to just tolerate it, I wanted him to get involved.  This threesome can't work, if it doesn't work as a threesome.  If this paragraph has become a bit long when I read it, it is only because it expresses very well the mental cocoa I was living.  

	I want Gerardo to stop ignoring him - that part is the easy part - and I want Daniel to obey him because of what sexually my boss means to me.  I want him to do it intoxicated by MY sexuality and MY passion for Gerardo, not my boss's mere dominance.   

	[You want to square the circle, the impossible].   

	{It is not impossible.  It is only that the "inept" Pythagoras did not see it, even though it consists in using his well-known rule.  He also did not want to see that irrational numbers exist}.   

	[You really are irrational.  No wonder my brackets are straight and yours have a weird curve].   

	{Yeah, but I'm the key}.   

	[The key that does not know that the circle cannot be squared geometrically.  Hippocrates of Chios sowed false hopes when in the 5th century.  B. C.  he squared certain curved surfaces, the lunulae, created by him exprofeso.  And more than two thousand years had to pass before Chebatoriov and Dorodnov proved that these curves were an exception.  And before that, in the 19th century, Lindemann proved that pi is transcendent and therefore the circle cannot be squared].   

	{You really are inconsequential.  It cannot be geometrically squared, but Archimedes solved it in the 3rd century.  B. C. , using the rule of Pythagoras, precisely.  It is not a matter of finding the exact number.  It is a matter of approximating it gradually.  Do you understand the conclusion? } 

	I shook my head.  As I had said, the mental caco I had was big.  It didn't help that, with everything I had to do, Daniel encouraged me to readThe Murder of Pythagoras by Marcos Chicot (a highly recommended book, by the way). But the conclusion of my voice "between the keys" was the right one: it was a matter of approaching little by little, of discovering little by. 

	"What does Gerardo have in store for me today?  I have to go to his house in the late afternoon, to accompany him to a twenties-style party," I announced in my blog.  Daniel, on this occasion, would not accompany me to my boss's house, nor would he go with us to the party. It wasn't my decision, but Gerardo's.  But I thank him for it.  It's better to relax things a bit.  Daniel has been very tense lately.  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXIX - All Saints and No SAINTS 

	  

	"Every heaven has its Lucifer and every paradise its temptation. " - José Saramago 

	  

	  

	I arrived at Gerardo's house on time.  He had asked me to go naked, dressed only in a raincoat, and so I did.  He had argued that at home I would have everything ready to dress up and go out with him to the party he had invited me to.  I had insisted that my husband accompany us, but my boss had flatly refused.  We had an agreement that Daniel would be present most of the time, but most of the time was not all of the time.  So my boss had pointed out.  "Besides," Gerardo had argued, "the invitation is for two people, not three. " We had certainly made progress in our relationship in terms of including my husband in our sexual encounters; that was undeniable.  My boss was holding up his end of the bargain; I couldn't complain.  

	I parked the car in his garage.  I had the door handle and the keys to his house and there was no need for me to call.  Yes, Gerardo and I had a deep relationship of trust.  He even had a closet with my clothes in it, for when I slept at his house so I could change to go out to dinner with him or so I could wear different clothes to work the next day.  I went up the basement stairs to the first floor.  Gerardo was in the living room, reading.  He looked up, when he heard me come in.  Automatically, I dropped the trench coat, standing completely naked in front of him, except for my high heels.  Gerardo smiled appreciatively.  He scanned me up and down and his gaze took special delight in my breasts.  It had been a while since the operation and I dared to go without a special bra for longer periods of time.  I was not yet fully accustomed to my new physique.  With the special bra, my inflated boobs remained hidden most of the time, but when I took it off, it seemed that my breasts extended an invitation to anyone who could see me, including myself in the mirror. Gerard may have been right, insisting that I go a size larger than I would have preferred at the time.  Perhaps my boobs were too conspicuous.  In any case, they had yet to settle in and would decrease in size a bit.  I hesitated whether to approach him standing up or on all fours.  Gerard liked me crawling around like a little bitch, but I liked him looking at my breasts. In the end, I opted to show off the new front. 

	-What are you reading? interested in his book. 

	-Ah, it's nothing.  It's something I've always wanted to read, but until now I haven't gotten around to it. s calledThus Spake Zarathustra. 

	Do you recommend it? 

	Gerardo laughed.  

	don't think you need to read it," he replied, amused. 

	I shrugged my shoulders.  I hardly had time to read anyway.  Between the master's degree, my book, the blog, my time with him and, above all, my family, I couldn't keep up lately.  Sometimes I had the feeling that I was short of breath.  But that's precisely why those moments with Gerardo were good for me, they allowed me to disconnect from everything.  With him, everything was much easier.  I knelt down and put my head in his lap.  Gerardo stroked the back of my neck with one hand and continued reading.  The problems were beginning to dissipate in my mind.  Next to him, I only needed to think about one thing.  At home, I had many more worries.  My heart rate slowed.  I unzipped his fly and pulled out his flaccid penis.  It wasn't very big, but the pleasure Gerard gave me transcended the physical. It's mostly mental.  It doesn't reach my heart, but it does reach my soul.  I kissed and fondled his cock.  Cuchi-cuchi.  Then, I took it in my mouth and let it slowly grow inside her.  I had long since become accustomed to her particular taste.  Objectively, objectively speaking, it wasn't exactly pleasant, but, nevertheless, I missed it when too much time passed.  Perhaps I had become accustomed to it, just as I had become accustomed to whiskey and tobacco, even to the point of often feeling the desire to take a few good puffs of his cigar and share a whiskey with him.  They were symbols that had settled in my mind and it was no longer just him asking me to do so.  Gerardo continued reading, caressing my head with one hand, while I was sucking him. He only took his hand off my head to turn the page, which he did at a surprising speed. 

	Gerardo looked at the clock and stood up without saying anything to me, forcing me to move away.  Then he took a chair and placed it in the middle of the living room.  I remained on my knees, observing his chores.  It was a large chair and looked like a throne, which might well have been that of House Greyjoy, the house that in Game of Thrones revered the drow man, except that the salt throne was made of polished black stone.  The throne Gerard had planted in the middle of the hall was made of old wood, salvaged - judging by its appearance - from an old sunken ship.  It was rough wood, bare and devoid of any unnecessary ornamentation.  Without a cushion, without any padding, it looked uncomfortable and uninviting to sit on.  Only a drowning man would enjoy it.  Gerard let him study the chair in stony silence.  A sudden uneasiness came over me.  Suddenly, I no longer felt so aroused.  When he felt he had sufficiently stimulated my imagination, he motioned for me to come to him.  This time, I crawled.  His gaze made it clear how he wanted me to approach.  I sat on the throne, but I felt anything but a queen.  It was as uncomfortable as I had imagined.  The wood, although a warm material in principle, felt cold to me as I sat on the seat.  The feel with my ass was not unlike the stool on which he used to attach the dildo with the suction cup to make me ride him for his viewing pleasure, but it was rougher.  This time, however, there was nodildo to ride. What are you up to, boss?  My heart was racing.  Gerardo was very serious.  Without offering me any explanation or any sign that would allow me to intuit what he had in mind, he turned away.  Soon after, he returned with the dog collar he liked to put on me.  His fingers touched my spine through the backrest.  This was made of two wooden planks, provided with large, irregular rectangular holes, as if they had been made reluctantly by the carpenter.  The two wooden planks were not even symmetrical.  They had been put together like the different parts of Frankenstein's creature, just like the rest of the wood that made up that grotesque throne. Next, with my spine detached from the backrest, Gerardo put the bitch collar on me. 

	But weren't we going to a 1920s party?  I had watched a YouTube video to get a feel for the era that would inspire the supposed party.  Just in case, I had practiced to get the hang of the Charleston.  But nothing I'd seen fit with a bitch collar.  But what kind of party are we really going to, boss? 

	Gerardo took the handcuffs and pinned my wrists behind my back.  I tugged lightly, slyly, Ican't move!  He had used one of the holes in the backrest to immobilize me on the throne.  I pulled again, harder, without disguise, but the result was the same.  This was not giving me the feeling that it was going to take me to a party.  The party is me.  But for what and for whom?  Unmoved, my boss's hand felt between my legs, until it reached my sex.  He touched my clitoris.  The touch was. . .  Metallic!  Instantly, his finger began to vibrate.  Relax, it's the vibrating bullet.  Although I was a little scared - not because I didn't trust him, but because the grotesque chair had impressed me and because my boss's unusually serious countenance hadn't helped relieve my tension - my little magic button betrayed me.  Great.  I'm still a little scared, but on top of that I'm starting to get wet.  The vibration on my clitoris, however, didn't last long.  Gerard parted my labia with the vibrating bullet and the restless sex toy disappeared into my vagina.  The sound was muffled, as were the sensations produced by the vibration, but, although muffled, they were still there.  I prefer it on the clitoris.  In the vagina, the vibrator produced a frustrating tingle: it was just enough to keep me aroused, but totally insufficient to even get me close to climax. had experienced that frustration before, but some things you never get used to. 

	The doorbell rang.  Without saying anything to me, without even looking at me, Gerardo turned and disappeared to open the door.  For a moment I panicked, but fortunately I soon pulled myself together. That will be Manolo.  I tried to calm down.  Manolo hadn't seen me like that -or so I thought-, but it wasn't going to be a surprise for him either.  He had seen me with my tits, though not with the new ones.  He'd seen me crawling around like a little dog and even. . .  worshipping his feet.  [I still can't believe you did that! ] Daniel still didn't know that insignificant little detail.  I heard the door open.  Shortly after, footsteps mingled with Gerard's footsteps.  My back was to the door and I couldn't see anything.  I could have turned around, but I knew Gerardo wouldn't want that, so I kept looking straight ahead, naked, bound and sitting on that strange throne.  Exposed.  Vulnerable.  Humiliated. The vibrating bullet was still roaring inside me. 

	-Did you bring the wig? heard Gerardo ask. 

	Yes, of course," replied a female voice. 

	A woman! It's not Manolo!  But that voice sounded familiar.  Who was it?  Why did I feel like I knew her?  Is she a co-worker?  My blood ran cold.  That would be going too far.  You wouldn't dare do that, boss!  Would you?  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous (I would say the same as before; he seems insistent): 

	"It's hard to see how he's going to increase business and what are his expectations for Mario to increase business?  Gerardo is business first, then pleasure.  He made sure he did a good job before he kicked the tires.  When you are Mario's boss, you have to do the same.  You should tell Gerardo that you are no longer interested in having Mario. You'll interview employees for growing business ideas, then pick the one with the best plan

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo has always been business first and pleasure second.  That's why I was surprised that he agreed not only to make me Mario's boss, but, above all, that he looked favorably on my having sex with him.  It's as if something has changed in him.  I notice him more. . .  I don't know how to say it. . .  aggressive or, better said, impatient and unconcerned about the possible consequences.  Uninhibited. don't know how to define it. 

	  

	***

	  

	Out of sight, and me not daring to turn around, the woman began to pull my hair back with some bobby pins. What does that sound like?  I tried to sniff her, to see if that gave me any additional clues.  The perfume was distinctive.  Margarita smells like her.  Margarita was the human resources manager who had initially interviewed me.  She was not dedicated solely to that, as we were too small a company for that, but she had a relatively senior position, or at least close to the bosses.  She was a focal point for much of the company's activity.  But she was a slut and had slept with Mario, or so it was rumored.  I had no proof of this, only my female intuition and the whispering in the corridors.  It could be her, yes.  She was the kind of person who would dare to play this kind of game, even though, being the head of human resources, she should lead by example.  {And isn't that what she does?  You're complaining about her (supposed) example?  [You're not jealous because of Mario, are you? ] If it was Margarita, then she would end up telling Mario and that couldn't be; that went against my plans with him.  I wasn't interested in Mario knowing about me and Gerardo.  In fact, I wasn't interested in anyone in the office finding out.  Least of all the human resources manager.  If she found out, Tiburcio would find out and then. . .  But I especially didn't want Mario to see me as a submissive.  That would spoil everything. I sniffed again, but was unable to draw any conclusions. 

	The mysteriously familiar woman put a mesh over my head, gathering and flattening my hair with it.  Next, she put a wig on top of me and adjusted it. I didn't know what the wig looked like, only that it must have been short hair, as I didn't feel any rubbing on my shoulders or back. 

	Close your eyes," he said. 

	That voice!  Where have I heard it before?  The ringing sounded familiar, but the rest didn't fit.  It's definitely not Margarita's.  I breathed a sigh of relief.  It didn't sound like any other coworker's either.  What if it's the secretary of a client I usually deal with?  It wasn't any client for sure, because all of them were - by chance or on purpose - men.  But all of them used to have a woman as an assistant.  If I only talked to her on the phone, that might be why I had a hard time identifying her.  I closed my eyes to concentrate. The unknown acquaintance passed by on my left and positioned herself in front of me to make final adjustments to the wig. 

	-Keep your eyes closed! my boss ordered before I could open them. 

	I couldn't wait to open them and find out who she was, but I obeyed. Perhaps ignorance is preferable. risk of dying of embarrassment, if my suspicions were confirmed, was too high. 

	Very well," commented the woman, with a very slight Andalusian accent.  Let's go with the makeup

	I reviewed the clients I had in Andalusia.  It was a useless exercise; nothing fit.  For an Andalusian, the accent was too light. What if she was from Extremadura [or, for that matter, from Murcia, or Basque, you have no idea].  The woman had barely spoken and I didn't have a good ear for accents either.  What was clear to me was that she couldn't be Mr.  Ripoll's secretary.  She had a very pronounced Catalan accent, just like him.  Will Gerardo find out, if I squint a little?  No, he couldn't do that.  No matter how much I wanted to, it would be cheating.  Yes, I would only be cheating myself.  Gerardo has arranged everything for me, so that I can have a unique experience.  I'm not going to spoil it.  It was, after all, what I wanted: to overcome my barriers, to get into my submissive side, to let myself be guided and led.  Even though the tension was growing in me because of my ignorance and my curiosity threatened to burn me, I kept my eyes closed and let the woman apply my make-up.  Her deft hands applied brush strokes of color here and there, deftly concealing my many imperfections.  They were sculpting the product Gerardo had ordered for the evening.  Naked and immobilized, I was little more than a product, perhaps a block of marble, from which the artist would sculpt the statue commissioned by the almighty patron.  First the plastic surgeon had sculpted me, according to the measurements and shape ordered by my boss.  And now the beautician would change my face according to Gerardo's fantasy, even if only temporarily.  

	I knew it before the woman told me to open my eyes to apply my false eyelashes. The beautician!  Why hadn't I thought of that before?  Mari Carme was the first one to modify my body, at Gerardo's request!  She was my beautician of choice, so to speak.  Gerardo would send me to that beauty center regularly and I was usually treated by her.  She always had prior instructions from my boss about what to do with me.  She had dyed my hair (top and bottom), waxed my legs and armpits and trimmed my pubic hair.  How had I not recognized her before?  Her Andalusian accent is stronger, usually.  She had tried to suppress it!  I had made good friends with her and she had told me a bit of her story.  The curious thing was that, when she was a little girl, her Catalan parents had emigrated from Catalonia to Andalusia.  Immigration in reverse; in this diverse world there is everything.  That explained her accent and also the fact that her name was Carme, instead of Carmen.  Gerardo is Catalan by origin, so is Mr.  Ripoll and Mari Carme. . .  This is a Catalan conspiracy.  [You have to find out about Manolo.  You hardly know anything about him and you licked his feet! ] Actually, she was Carme Maria, just like the late defense minister, but, for some reason, she had turned it around and liked to be called Mari Carme.  As an adult and trained as a beautician and hairdresser, she had moved to Madrid.  [He had seen me naked and had touched my private parts, although he had always done it with exquisite professionalism.  It was no problem for him to see me naked now.  But for him to see me in handcuffs is another matter.  How am I ever going to be able to go to his center again?  There was no doubt in my mind that Gerardo would want me to keep going there for my arrangements.  Surely he would tell the others!  I thought I would die of embarrassment, as I had anticipated I would, if I opened my eyes.  Surely the soft roar of the vibrator in my pussy had not gone unnoticed by him! I suppressed a moan. 

	-I think she looks very pretty, don't you? asked the beautician to my boss. 

	-Yes.  You've done a magnificent job.  It's going to be irresistible today.  Thank you. Gerardo rested a hand on my bare shoulder. 

	They talk about me and in front of me as if I were a thing.  

	Shall I bring you a mirror so you can see yourself? 

	-No, it is not necessary. s enough for her to know that we find her very beautiful. 

	Well, then I'm done.  When can we expect you to come by the center again? 

	No, please don't!  I'll never be able to do that.  I'll never be able to go back that way!  I imagined the receptionist winking at her colleagues when she saw me enter the center.  {What's your problem?  They already do that anyway}.  

	-Soon," Gerardo replied.  There are some new arrangements I would like you to make.  We'll talk about it. Thank you for coming, Carme Maria. 

	It was the first time I had heard someone address her like that. Why did Gerardo call her differently from the others?  A shiver ran through my body, starting from where he had rested his hand. I had the feeling that my appointments at the esthetic center would take on a new meaning from that moment on. 

	Gerardo escorted the beautician to the door and walked out with her into the street.  I heard the door close behind them. I was left alone, with my humiliation, my fears and my fantasies.  Gerardo had been going with me slowly all these months, but since about summer he had accelerated all at once, as if he were in an unusual hurry with me.  His patience, his temperance and maturity were what had attracted me to him, also his way of pushing me just a little, his ability to manipulate me as he would manipulate the air with a feather, moving it without barely touching it lightly.  But for the last few months everything had been going much faster.  I had played along with him so far and I would be lying if I denied that the new speed was turning me on.  But at the same time, at times I was beginning to feel that maybe it was all a bit too much for me.  It may have been a mistake to put these tits on.  I was thrilled with the result, but I was beginning to get a glimpse of the true meaning.  Is Gerardo still the man I have chosen for his patience and wisdom to guide me on this journey?  Or has he changed and is he in a hurry to take on too much in too little time?  Maybe it wasn't him and it was simply me who suddenly felt vertigo as I was peering into the abyss of myself.  Daniel, I need you.  

	Gerardo returned after about fifteen long minutes.  The loneliness - what one thinks of it - was the worst. I already think a lot by myself, even when accompanied.  But alone. . .  

	-You're going to be the star," my boss said ominously.  Then he disappeared again, without explanation.  When he returned, he did so with his semi-professional camera in hand.  I'm going to document this. Gerardo began to photograph me from all angles. 

	I half-opened my mouth to say something, but regretted it halfway through.  I closed it again.  I wanted to bite my lip at that moment -it was an instinctive gesture I made, when I was nervous or thoughtful. . .  excited-, but I didn't do it so as not to spoil the lipstick. Gerardo had nevertheless caught the beginning of my gesture. 

	Yes, what were you going to tell me, Gema? 

	to bite my lip, I swallowed saliva. 

	-Hey," I hesitated, "could you send a picture to my husband?  -Since Daniel wasn't here with me, at least I wanted to be with him, even if only in that way. It was a way for us to connect across the distance and to feel or sense each other's presence. 

	-Hm.  Sure.  It depends. It depends.  Are you going to do everything I ask you totonight? 

	-Is Manolo going to be there?  -I asked suspiciously.  I had a feeling that the theme night was more about his friend Manolo than about the years.  

	Gerardo nodded slowly, keeping an eye on me, so as not to miss any detail of my reaction.  I tried to put on a poker face so as not to give away my thoughts. [Gerontophiliac, that's what you are.  You have no dignity.  You'll do it even though you know Daniel is against it].  {You do it because you know he's against it}.  I do it, because. . .  I mentally shook my headdidn't have to explain myself to anyone, not even to myself. 

	-Will you do it?  -Gerardo insisted.  I might have imagined it, but there seemed to me to be a hint of concern in his voice. was possible that I had been shaking my head in the real world and not just in the world of my thoughts. 

	-Yes, boss," I replied. If you send him the photo, I will. 

	I will sleep with Manolo.  I will seduce him and give him the best fuck of his life.  I'll leave him wanting more, just like you asked me to.  

	-Good.  You will do as I wish.  

	My boss took his cell phone and took a picture of me from the side. Yes, so Daniel will see the handcuffs and know how slutty and submissive his wife is with other men.  His semi-professional camera took spectacular pictures.  And even more so now with my new tits.  But to send them quickly by WhatsApp, the cell phone proved to be more practical.  Maybe with me sitting on the throne this dreadful chair is not well appreciated.  I have to tell you well, describing in detail how it is and especially the sensations it causes me.  

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Bonjour.  Questions: What do you like most and least about yourself, physically?  What do you like most about yourself and least about your character? Thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's the bitchiest question you've asked me! 

	Physically: I like my butt.  It is without a doubt my best part.  Natural, perky, perfect size.  Looks good with skirts and with pants.  Least favorite thing:My to. 

	Character: I don't like that I try to have everything perfect and that I often worry too much about certain things.  It ends up stressing me out and I end up stressing others out.  It doesn't make me happy.  I wish I could be a little more relaxed about certain things.  I like that I think I'm a good person, concerned about others and sensitive.  It makes me feel good.  But it also maybe makes me stressed out, as I was saying above.  Maybe I could do with being a little more self-centered. It's not easy to find the balance. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Have you never thought that so many photos and videos can be used by Gerardo to blackmail you in a Machiavellian scheme to get you to leave Daniel? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I know it's a risk that you can use it at some point against us.  But there are many risks in life.  One of the biggest is taking the car and having an accident, but that doesn't mean we stop taking it, often for unnecessary trips.  I guess you have to trust people and I think, as a businessman, Gerardo would have a lot more to lose than us.  No, I don't think he would use that material against us, much less to force me to leave my husband.  If he did and forced me to be with him, he would soon prefer to die and go to hell, because what would be waiting for him at home would be much worse. I am a good person, an angel. . . except when I am betrayed; then I can be worse than the devil

	  

	The anonymous question had left me thoughtful. What if he used it to blackmail me?  I shook my head.  No, he had a lot more to lose than I did.  But that wasn't the question.  What if I thought he would use it to blackmail me?  I felt strangely excited.  With that thought, I posted the black and white image of a naked girl on a giant teddy bear, commenting on it with the caption, "I still use almost every Sunday the teddy bear Gerardo gave me and my husband keeps recording me when I do it, to send the video to my boss. " Spread-eagled on the bear's pelvis, she looked like she was about to ride him just like I was doing with the two Gerardos, the stuffed one and the flesh and blood one.  With her index finger playing with the hairs on the bear's chest, the girl was pensive, just as I was at that instant.  You wouldn't hurt me, would you?  What if I wanted you to?  I shook my head again; that wasn't the question.  What if my husband thought Gerardo was using the photos and videos to blackmail me to get me to do all kinds of dirty things?  I smiled.  The idea, truly Machiavellian, offered unprecedented possibilities.  I'm going to end up upsetting you, Daniel, isn't that what you want?  Emboldened and mischievous, I uploaded to my blog a photo that Gerardo had taken of me and that, unusually, he had shared with me.  Coincidentally, negromante-black had challenged me in a recent comment of his: "If you are so proud of your buttocks, why don't you show them? " And I had replied: "I already have.  Check out the back cover of the first book. " The photo Gerardo had coincidentally shared with me was in black and white, like all of them, and only my butt was visible.  I wasn't ready to be identified yet - and I wasn't going to tell anyone that photo was mine either - but Daniel would recognize me, if he looked closely.  Aside from my little butt, you could see my stockings and the high heels I was holding in one hand.  My husband would doubt if it was me.  He would be surprised by my audacity and would ask questions.  What if Gerardo told me to publish it?  What if he made me do other things?  I smiled, imagining the look on my husband's face, confused and full of doubts and questions.  What if negromante-black is Gerardo, what if Gerardo definitely reads my blog?  

	  

	***

	  

	When we arrived at the club, the party had already started.  There were many guests, all of them dressed in 1920s fashion.  Gerardo was wearing a pinstripe suit and a hat. looked like Al Capone.  I was wearing a short satin dress.  I wore no bra and my breasts showed under the thin material.  Before leaving the house, Gerardo had allowed me to look at myself in the hall mirror.  The beautician had done a formidable job.  She had turned me into a girl of the period.  The short black wig made my face stand out.  My lips, painted dark red, looked full and inviting to be kissed.  Or to give a blowjob.  An artificial mole rounded off my coquetry.  It was a private party where smoking was allowed, much to my dismay.  A dense fog of smoke hung in the air.  I had taken a liking to smoking a quality cigar with Gerardo, but tobacco in general still disgusted me.  Yuck!  Then it smells all over your body, hair and clothes.  In Gerardo's case, the cigar was different.  It's a particular smell.  It's characteristic; it's his.  al I had become accustomed to it and identified him with it. In fact, I liked it on him. 

	Gerardo took me by the hand and led me to the bar.  Without asking me, he ordered a whiskey for me and one for himself.  The Chibas was not cheap, but he didn't mind.  It wasn't his favorite brand, but in that place they didn't have the expensive and lesser known brands he was used to drinking.  

	Soon after, we found Manolo. My suspicions had been well-founded.  Manolo was about the same age as my boss, but physically he was better preserved.  He had his attractiveness.  Maybe it was because I had become accustomed with Gerardo to mature men and saw them with different eyes.  [But he's still an old man.  Think of Daniel, for once! ] I always do.  I do it for him.  [Yes, because it drives him crazy. . . ] His friend came closer when he saw us.  He wrapped his boat around my waist and pulled me to him with unusual boldness.  Next, he planted two warm kisses on me, one on each cheek.  My new tits irretrievably pressed against his chest.  The last time I had seen him, Gerard had asked me to seduce him, but with a number of strings attached.  Manolo's strange limitations and incomprehensible reticence had caused me to fail.  But now I had new tits.  Gerardo wanted it to be a real seduction.  I was not to go straight to the point, neither in word nor in action.  My mission to seduce his friend to leave him wanting more - much more - still stood.  Despite my efforts and despite the high voltage that had been in the air, I had not achieved my goal.  We'd been in his pool and he'd even had toples.  [And yuck, you licked his feet. ] I had applied sunscreen and Manolo had returned the favor, though avoiding the intimate areas.  It was my boobs.  With my new breasts it's going to be different.  I had failed my boss on that occasion; I wouldn't do it this time.  

	-Do you still want me to seduce him?  -I whispered to my boss to make sure, while Manolo got himself a drink at the bar.  Sometimes I imagined things that were not. you put your desires in other people's mouths. ] 

	Gerardo laughed as if he had made a joke. 

	-Do you see yourself capable?  -He laughed again.  You failed miserably last time. Now that you mention it, you still have a punishment pending for it. 

	His words offended my pride as a woman.  It was true what he said, but how could he question my femininity like that?  What man can resist me? {You haven't gotten anything from Mario yet} I just haven't had the time!  A blind man could resist my (new) charms, but only if I wasn't allowed to touch him or whisper to him.  [Yes, Manolo has resisted you.  But there is something strange in the matter, something that doesn't fit.  There's something fishy going on here].  It was clear that I was putting him on. Then why didn't he want to take me to the orchard? 

	-Double or nothing?  -If you succeed, I'll exempt you from the previous punishment. But if you fail again, it will be twice as hard. 

	-I don't see what I would get out of this deal," I replied to my mafia boss.  With double or nothing, only you win.  I can gain an exemption from punishment, but in exchange for a risk.  It's zero-sum; I get nothing," I objected,Come on, let's negotiate, how about including something else? 

	Gerardo laughed out loud this time. 

	-Always negotiating and sweeping for the house.  You weren't like that when I met you.  You've learned a lot," he observed, "You'd dare to negotiate even with the devil. 'm sure of that. 

	Yes, with Mephistopheles.  And Margarita -the one in Goethe's tragedy, not the one in Gerard's company- is my husband.  That has already been commented by a follower.  

	-I have had a good teacher.  Sometimes I wonder if I haven't already bargained with the devil. I feel like Faust. 

	Gerardo laughed again.  His low laughter flooded the room. Some people nearby turned to look at what was going on. 

	I think we could discuss for hours who is Mephisto here, who is Faust and who is Goethe.  Or do you think you are Marguerite? 

	I may be Faust and Margarita at the same time.  Maybe Margarita is my decent and innocent side.  It may end in tragedy after all.  But I'm very much afraid it's Daniel who is Goethe after all.  

	-What are you thinking about? asked Gerardo. 

	I looked at him dumbfounded.  For a moment, I thought he was really referring to what I had just thought, as if I sensed it somehow. But I recapitulated and realized that he was referring to the kind of deal I wanted to counterpropose to him. 

	-Do you remember the key on the little chain on my ankle? You asked me about it, but I didn't answer you. 

	Gerardo nodded. 

	Let's say it's the key to my husband's happiness," I continued, explaining the obvious.  I don't know if you understand me

	Gerardo looked serious, but shook his head. Is it possible that he didn't really imagine it?  He had never explained anything about it to her.  [My boss was educated and intelligent.  Do you really know by now what that means?  Was our lifestyle so strange, especially to Gerardo?  Are we that strange?  

	-A chastity device.  It's the key to the device. He's wearing it.  Did I surprise you? 

	Gerardo nodded slowly.  Then he shook his head. [He's pulling your leg!  It's true that you've never talked about the key, but he knows all about it.  What's all this about? ]What was our point then?  Did he know already or not

	-Are you forcing him to wear it?  -He made a quizzical face, a bit too much for my taste.  Is he such a slut that you don't trust him?  

	-No," I exclaimed. It's not that

	[Come on!  Now you're making fun of him, and he has little left in his head.  He knows all too well about Daniel's slip with Nuria.  You told him.  Okay, you didn't tell him that it was a slip with Nuria and Silvestre, but he knows about Nuria.  So, what's all this charade about, first on your part and then on his]?  {The parade I don't know what it's due to, but I know that the chastity device is largely due to that slip}.  

	-Look, I don't get involved in that," Gerardo cut me off.  What you do with your husband is your business. I prefer not to know. 

	-That's what I meant," I replied.  We had finally gotten to the crux of the matter.  I had baited him and he had bitten just as I had imagined he would.  I'd like you not only to know, but to help me with it. I know you prefer to ignore it for the most part, but I would challenge you to change that. 

	I need you to help me with my husband.  Gerardo of course had known about my husband's chastity device for a long time.  I knew about it, but I always had the feeling with him that he was trying hard not to know about it.  It was not pleasant for him to think about it, just as it was already difficult for him to consider my husband's presence. Starting to talk about the chastity device was just a ruse to get the subject started and get it on track to get to this. 

	-Hey, I'm not interested in guys, if that's what you're thinking," Gerardo blurted out. Obviously, he had misunderstood me. 

	-Nooo!  Not at all!  -I tried to reassure him, "I thought you could help me to. . .  well. . .  educate him.  I have him pretty well trained, but I think he needs a little polishing.  It wouldn't be anything sexual, just you giving him orders," I explained. Is it so hard to understand what I want and need?  Is it, after all I do for you?  

	And why do you think I would want to do that?  What would I get out of it? 

	-I don't know.  -I shrugged my shoulders.  Maybe because of the way you handled him the other day, boss, it occurred to me that you'd like to control him," I tried to clarify.  Although, of course, without implying anything sexual!  -I hastened to add.  Daniel's not into men either. Thank goodness I didn't tell him that Daniel's affair with Nuria was actually a bisexual slip.  

	-Oh, no?  And that's why you feed him my sperm? Gerardo made a face of disgust. 

	-You're wrong, there's nothing gay about that!  -Yes, Daniel insisted on the same thing, but no matter how he justified it, there was something gay about it.  It's just a love test.  It's a humiliation to control him, nothing more. proof that he fully supports my being with you.  Can there be a clearer proof? 

	No, I guess not," Gerardo admitted. 

	-Without that, I couldn't be with you," I said gently but forcefully.  So? asked him after letting him think for a few seconds. 

	-So, what do you propose?  -my boss answered with a question. seemed at least open to the idea. 

	I made it!  

	-As I was saying, I would like you to be involved in its control, when it is in your home.  Call it domestication, if you like.  He could be our servant, for example.  -There was a reason I had my husband prepare and serve us breakfast. Anything but ignore him. 

	-Domesticate him like you, you mean? Gerardo asked skeptically. 

	-Yes!  No!  It would be different.  -I admit my answer was confused.  It doesn't have to do anything remotely sexual. 'm just asking you to stop being. . .  invisible and be. . .  useful. 

	[Do you want to turn him into a sissy maid?  Gem, please! ] No, no.  {Anything that pleases Gerard}.  Anything but invisible.  [What about Daniel?  What if he doesn't like her? ] {Daniel can think and say what he wants, but he doesn't decide about it}.  

	So, would you answer to me? 

	-Yes!  Daniel would answer to me first and foremost and by extension to you as well," I assured my boss.  

	-Hmm. Interesting, and why not both at the same level? 

	-Er. . . " I hesitated.  There he had caught me.  

	Why not both obey him equally?  We could both be his submissive; we would share our experiences more than ever.  Although it had its tempting side, I was not convinced by this equality.  I was not willing to lose my dominance over my husband; I considered it crucial to our marriage.  My husband didn't need another man to rule over him, he needed me to do it. It's just that I needed another man to help me boss him around.  That was a basic need, something that had helped simplify his life, make him happier, and therefore me too.  The problem was that my husband implicitly demanded more dominance, and although I tried hard, I was not a born dominatrix.  I had gotten a taste for female domination games with him, but I knew I could only go so far.  Inevitably there would come a time when that wasn't enough for Daniel.  What do I do when I'm not enough for him?  To move forward, I sensed that I needed outside help, and who better than my dominant horndog.  What I was proposing to her, in fact - what I had already proposed to her, at the time of asking my husband to be present - required a delicate balance to make it work.  I wanted to remain my husband's dominant reference, but I also wanted to satisfy his voyeuristic needs, even if that meant seeing me, his Goddess, kneeling before another man.  That was tricky, because it could undermine my authority.  But, at the same time, it could also increase his feeling of cuckolded submission, seeing what his wife was willing to do for another man. Any alpha male illusions or memories Daniel might have would be erased and he would be relegated completely to the position of beta male. 

	-Er. . . " I made a second attempt to answer him, "I want you to help me with him, not for both of us to be your submissive.  Even if that, by all means, means that we both obey you, Daniel has to be clear about the hierarchy: you, me and, lastly, him.  In that order. You,me and lastly him is different from you, me and him.  

	-Don't you think it's up to me to determine the order of things?  -Gerardo asked me, giving me a cheeky slap on the ass. Now that you have proposed it, what if I wanted to have two submissives at my disposal, wouldn't it be up to me to decide that, wouldn't I decide who rules over whom? 

	Er. . .  I guess so, boss," I admitted with a downcast look. No!  Daniel mustn't boss me around!  Not that, please!  

	-Good. So, hypothetically speaking, what specifically would you want me to do? 

	-For example, to begin with and to make things clear from the start, you could ask me for the key to his chastity device, in front of him.  That would be the sign of your authority. Thatmuch better than having me throw away the anklet with the key, don't you see?  But don't tell him it was actually my idea.  He has to think it came from you.  And then, you could order him to clear the table and stuff.  He's already doing it anyway, but because I told him to.  If you ordered him to do it, he'd feel a lot more humiliated.  -And less ignored.  

	-Hm.  I thought you were going to ask me to order him to do dirty things.  But in what you ask, I think I can satisfy you.  I will order him to do things.  I'll stop ignoring him, because I'm not interested in him being an ethereal, immaterial and therefore useless entity.  A quasi-invisible but material servant to be able to do things, I think that would be good for me. Sounds good to me.  Do we have a deal then? 

	-Yes," I confirmed excitedly. But I have a funny feeling.  This was too easy.  

	Will he obey? 

	-Of course," I said. Something smells fishy here.  

	-You know, Gema.  I'm not interested in fags.  But there are clients who are.  You understand where I'm coming from, right?  I'd have to take some pictures of her, of course.  She'd have to get a full wax.  -Gerardo shook his head, disgusted at the mental image he was getting.  But it's the only way it would look good with stockings and a garter belt.  And the chastity cage, we'll have to buy several, matching the colors of the stockings.  Personally, I don't like it. think I'm going to ask someone to take the pictures," Gerardo shook himself.  But thenegotiator is the negotiator. You said I'd be useful and that I'd obey, right? 

	I nodded, dumbfounded.  

	-Good.  That's settled, then.  I promise to dominate your husband, if you succeed with Manolo.  Let's then specify what would be double your usual punishment, if you fail to seduce him again. Let me think about it and I'll tell you something. 

	  

	***

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema.  Little by little the three-way relationship is taking shape and I hope you win the bet (which I am convinced you will) and Daniel gets more into the game.  Although seeing Gerardo's reticence with Daniel and now with Mario, have you ever thought that Gerardo wants you only for himself in every way, and only contemplatesoffering you to other people as his property?  Is it possible that he feels something more towards you than affection, desire and sexual attraction?  Love? A huge kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know if Gerardo can ever feel love for me.  I suppose it is possible, although in any case - of course - in his own way.  I wouldn't be at all surprised if he had a fantasy that I was his wife.  In any case, he knows that's impossible.  

	It is curious that he had no qualms in offering me to Mr.  Ripoll, although, in this case, he did it as you expressed it, as his property.  There is an important difference with respect to my husband or even his friend Manolo.  But it is also true that it has been an exceptional case.  I feared the worst at the time, but it is something that to date has not been repeated with any other client.  Maybe it is because he has given up the idea, although he still respects what he agreed with Mr.  Ripoll, or maybe it is not so easy to find predisposed clients, without risking the prestige of the company. Or maybe no other potential client has ever liked my tits and this is about to change

	  

	***

	  

	And with those words Gerardo took me by the hand and led me to the dance floor.  My thoughts were still with Daniel.  My imagination sometimes played tricks on me; it made my thoughts sometimes seem so real.  Gerardo hadn't said anything about taking pictures of my husband or getting him clients.  My thoughts had taken on a life of their own and I had imagined that little part of the conversation. But what if. . . ?  {What if Gerardo, with the photos and videos, wasn't blackmailing you but Daniel?  How far would Daniel be willing to go to protect you? } Protect me and Vicky.  [And himself].  Gerardo didn't take his hand off my ass the whole dance.  It would be clear to anyone who saw us that he was not my father.  He would know that we were a couple and would be envious of him for being able to catch a young and attractive female.  

	-If you don't succeed, I want you to renounce Mario and any other lover," Gerardo whispered in my ear.  Except the ones I tell you to. All or nothing, you know," he added. 

	I hadn't expected that.  What was Mario's idea now?  We had already agreed before that I had his approval.  Why did he want to withdraw it now?  Did it bother him so much?  I had plans for Mario, but it was true that with the master's degree I was doing and everything else I hardly had the time or energy to implement them.  Even so, I didn't feel like giving up my plans with him at all. If I don't succeed with Manolo and lose Mario, Daniel is going to be angry.  He was very happy about the possibility of me having a young lover.  {If you fail to seduce Manolo, Daniel will be happy, for that very reason.  Besides, if you up the ante with Gerardo, it's because of Daniel}. It wasn't so much for Mario per se, but for what he meant and what I wanted to try with him. 

	Can't I touch Manolo intimately? 

	-No. 

	Or openly tell her to sleep with me? 

	-Neither.  Nothing of the sort," Gerardo said emphatically.  You can make eyes at him, kiss him on the cheek, dance very close against him. . .  everything you can think of in that sense, but no direct action.  You cannot, for example, take his hand and put it on your breasts.  He must be the one to take the first step. . .  if he wants to. It's about you seducing him, not raping him. 

	-And why these rules, may I ask?  -I asked timidly.  I still didn't quite understand my boss's objective.  If he wanted me to fail, he had it much easier than that; he didn't need to make it difficult for me. All he had to do was ask his friend not to be seduced by me. 

	-You can ask, but I won't answer.  It's a game of seduction and that requires a certain delicacy.  You are not a vulgar whore, you are a sensual woman.  Take it as a test or a training, if you want. And I'll say no more about it. 

	I bit my lip.  Anyway, after having kissed Gerardo several times, the lipstick had already been damaged. Fortunately, Mari Carme had left me a stick of the same color.  It was a training for what? 

	[Don't accept!  You said it yourself: if he wants you to fail, you will fail.  And I assure you that he wants you to fail.  You've put on tits to his liking in exchange for Mario and in exchange for taking Daniel to his house.  And now, you're going to lose the possibility of Mario.  He has it all figured out.  Eventually, Daniel won't be able to join you either.  Believe me! ] 

	{The risk is worth it - imagine Gerardo giving orders to Daniel!  Besides, do you really think Manolo will be able to resist? }  

	[Don't do it!  This is an elaborate plan of Gerardo's to strip you of everything! ]  

	{You have much to gain and little to lose.  Your plans with Mario are important and I would hate to have to give him up, but the truth is you don't have time for him.  Even if you lose, you wouldn't really lose anything}.  

	[You may not have time now, but you will in the future.  Why would you risk losing that chance?  Find another way for Daniel! ]  

	{Even if you had the time, you don't know if you would succeed in seducing Mario and, above all, you don't know if Mario would allow himself to be manipulated in the way you want him to}.  

	[Of course I could subjugate Mario.  Have you looked in the mirror?  Besides, it's a challenge you can't give up.  Don't risk it]!  

	 {You're not going to fail again with Manolo.  Have you looked in the mirror? } 

	-I confirmed," I said.  All that was in the air, it was nothing tangible.  But my husband was something tangible.  The priorities were clear.  I was wrong! I felt extremely insecure, as if I had already lost beforehand. 

	I looked at my boss.  He was smiling, with a triumphant expression.  You're wrong, Gerardo!  I'm not going to lose!  Just as quickly as my spirits had dropped, I had soon regained them.  Gerardo had sold the bear's skin before it was hunted.  His triumphant face spurred me on.  The Great Gem will not fail!  I intend to do whatever it takes - everything!  I gave Gerardo a kiss on the cheek and suddenly detached myself from him.  I had spotted Manolo alone in a corner and headed towards my target with a killer instinct.  We had done him a disservice, turning away from him, as he ordered his drink at the bar.  But I would make him see that the ugly had been done to him by his friend, not me.  Even if you have an agreement with him not to be seduced by me, let's see if you're willing to keep it.  I appreciate you.  Gerardo -you know him-, he thinks he is superior to you.  I was ready to play all the tricks, if necessary.  I moved forward half dancing, to the music and took him by both hands to take him out to the dance floor.  Out of the corner of my eye I saw Gerardo shaking his head in disbelief. After a few minutes of irrelevant conversation with Manolo, I decided to take a step forward in my mission to seduce him. 

	-You haven't told me if you like this dress," I reproached him jovially, moving a little away from him so he could admire my new breasts, "Don't you like it? Dont you like it?  

	Oh, yes, yes, yes," answered Manolo with greedy eyes. 

	-Gerardo has taken great care with the costumes, don't you think?  I'm even wearing period stockings and garter belt.  Look, here," I said sinuously.  I took her hand and put it on top of my dress, where the stocking ended, so she could feel under the fabric for the garter belt hook.  It wasvintage style.  I wasn't exactly acting with ladylike delicacy, but I didn't have a minute to waste.  I knew that with Manolo, for some strange reason, it wasn't going to be easy.  I had limited many of the things I could do with him to attract him, but putting my hand on my leg, over my dress, was not part of that list. I had to take advantage of the loopholes Gerardo had left me. 

	Speaking of the Devil, my boss appeared at once with glasses in his hands and led us off the dance floor, interrupting my not so indirect approach. Are you going to set more traps in my way?  That's not fair!  Gerardo grabbed my hand and pulled me along.  A few steps behind Manolo followed us.  He might have set the trap for himself.  If not for his desire to taste me, I'm going to seduce Manolo for his desire to score a goal for his cocky friend.  Gerardo took out a cigar and asked me to light it for him.  He had all the equipment to do it, but he preferred me to prepare it for him.  I cut off the tip and applied fire from a zippo.  Then I gave it several puffs until I was sure it was lit properly.  However, instead of passing it back to him, I offered it to Manolo.  Gerardo was at first surprised, but then he laughed and took out another cigar.  This one was to be for him.  I, perhaps as punishment, was left without one.  I don't mind.  I'm not exactly crazy about cigars either, even though you taught me how to taste them.  But that had opened up a possibility that I wasn't going to miss.  I turned to Manolo and asked him if I could take a few puffs of his cigar.  Manolo looked at his friend, as if he had to ask permission.  Gerardo didn't flinch.  That's it.  Don't cheat!  I don't know what Manolo's interpretation of his friend's indecipherable expression was, but he handed me his cigar.  Now we would share it and take alternate puffs.  It's almost like kissing, Manolo.  While we're at it, why don't you kiss me? This also gave me the excuse to get closer to him. 

	-Do you like that girl? Gerardo asked his friend. 

	Manolo had instinctively turned his gaze toward a woman who was passing close to where we were. 

	Well, you have to admit that. . . " Manolo answered, blushing. 

	But Gerardo didn't let him finish the sentence.  He interrupted him and challenged him: "Aren't you capable of bringing her here? seems to be alone.  What's the matter?  Have you already forgotten to flirt?  Are you that old? " Simultaneously to his verbal provocation, Gerardo grabbed me by the waist and pulled me towards him. 

	It's clear that you want to play dirty.  Is it just a game for you or are you serious about this?  If you didn't want me to flirt with Manolo, why did you order me to do it?  [I told you!  It's because he wants to win the bet and make you forget about your aspirations with Mario, so he can forget about our husband].  

	-I think Manolo is perfectly capable of picking up any girl," I interjected.  I wasn't going to let myself get discouraged like that.  Maybe what Manolo needed was a little encouragement. I'm on your side, Manolo.  You know, Manolo? We girls love the contrast of the dark complexion with the silver hair. 

	-Come on, Manolo, prove it! I'll bet five cigars from my special reserve that you don't get it," Gerardo continued. 

	Manolo looked first at me and then at Gerardo, as if he were weighing the possible gain of the cigars against what he might be about to lose. Would you really leave me for five measly cigars?  [Well, it's five cigars plus the girl, in case you win.  She's younger than you] Thanks for the encouragement!  

	Manolo walked away from us and went to strike up a conversation with the girl. You want to pick her up and me, you've got me on the ball, don't you?  Yes, she was younger than me.  Prettier? I wasn't the right person to judge that. 

	Gerardo turned me around and pulled me to him to kiss me.  His tongue plunged into my mouth, reminding me who was in charge.  His almost violent action made me resist at first.  He was boycotting me.  Not only would I not get something important to me, but I would lose something else important as well.  And, on top of that, I would have to deal with my wounded pride as a woman, for not having been able to seduce him. Or, worse, having lost him to another female.  However, my initial repulsion quickly melted away like wax from a burning candle.  Gerard didn't have the virility of a younger man, but he had acted like a male, kissing me like that.  Yes, I am yours. My tongue responded to hers, inviting her to make herself at home inside my mouth. 

	-Ahem.  -Manolo interrupted our smooching. He was accompanied by the young woman. 

	Unbelievable!  He's managed to pick her up.  {Not all is lost.  He's only managed to get her this far}.  {All is lost!  And it has been from the start.  You didn't stand a chance with him and we'll pay the consequences.  But of course, since you can't resist a challenge. . . ] 

	This is Lidia," said Manolo, "and this is my friend Gerardo and here is Gema, his girlfriend," he finished making the introductions

	He had managed to bring her to us. What a flirt you are!  I had paid her a compliment, but I had not really believed my own words.  And yet, here she is.  Had Manolo already won his particular bet with Gerardo?  Or should he take her to the orchard, to win the cigars?  Do I still have a chance?  

	Lidia gave us both two kisses.  

	Don't get so close to my Gerardo, you gerentophilic slut!  

	-Manolo told me that he is dedicated to the good life.  And you, what do you do? asked the girl, smiling jovially. 

	Gerardo is a businessman," Manolo answered, "and Gema is his secretary

	Was!  Now I'm a boss.  {Ah!  But that's not what she meant by "secretary"}.  

	Ah.  So you met at the company?  How romantic! 

	First she was his girlfriend and now his secretary.  Neither was true.  I was no longer just a secretary, I was now an executive and I had people under me. , I felt belittled. Maybe Gerardo hadn't told his friend anything yet?  Why would he?  {It doesn't matter that much either, and anyway, we all know how - at least in part - you got that promotion}.  

	The girl was surprisingly nice.  What was strange was that she had nothing better to do than to be with two old geezers and thesecretary-girlfriend of one of them.  How old would she be?  Early twenties?  Instinctively, I grabbed Gerardo's hand and clung to him.  Get out, bitch!  

	-And you? asked Gerardo, "Did you come alone? 

	-No, no," Lidia answered.  I came with my parents.  But my mother got a little dizzy and my father took her home.  But I didn't want to miss a party like this for anything in the world.  The twenties?  I love them! she exclaimed with joy. 

	So you like the old stuff, huh slut?  [Gem, for God's sake!  Control that jealousy! ] 

	A charleston was played and Manolo invited us all to the dance floor.  It was a lot of fun to dance the four of us together.  We certainly didn't have much coordination, but it didn't matter.  It didn't help the coordination that we had had two rounds of drinks together earlier.  Lidia seemed to get along very well with Manolo and hadn't let go of him. t you have anything better to do on Halloween?  I could even be your mother.  She was fun and giggly.  And young and pretty.  Gerardo soon got tired of all the wiggling and caught me in a more classical dance pose, which of course was not at all appropriate for the kind of music of the moment. Manolo, however, continued to dance the Charleston with Lidia without any sign of fatigue. 

	-You're going to have to speed up," Gerardo told me. But I'm going to help you. 

	I knew what he meant.  It was obvious that he was not referring to the dance.  I didn't know if Manolo would be able to take Lidia to the orchard.  If he did, I would have lost.  I doubted that after being with the young woman he would be interested in me. If he ever had been.  I tried not to be discouraged.  Chances were that Lidia really had nothing better to do and that for her all this was nothing more than an innocent fooling around at a party with an interesting older person, but nothing more.  In any case, her presence has impeded my progress.  

	Gerardo kissed me.  Suddenly, I felt something metallic in my hand.  Gerardo had placed something in my hand, almost unnoticed, as he grabbed it.  My boss pulled away from me. looked curiously at the strange object. 

	Go to the bathroom and put it in," he ordered me. 

	It's the vibrating bullet!  Is that what you meant by helping me speed up?  You want to make me horny?  {Yes, more sexual, more daring! } But it doesn't depend on me, it depends on Manolo!  And for that gold digger to leave.  What was my boss playing at?  I did as he told me and went to the bathroom, with the small but powerful vibrator in my fist.  Bullet. . .  it was a funny name for a vibrator.  If I could use it to. . 

	-Wait!  -Lidia caught up with me and escorted me to the bathroom.  

	There was a queue and we had to wait. 

	-Have you been going out with Gerardo for a long time? he asked me. 

	Well. . . " I hesitated. How much is a lot?  A year is a lot?  A little more than a year," I answered objectively

	-And what's it like? She said, "It looks like a lot of fun

	What's it like in bed?  What do you care?  

	-Oh, yes it is.  It's a lot of fun.  You have no idea. You'retoo young for this "fun" stuff, kiddo.  

	You are Spanish, right? 

	-What's this about? What's this about?  Uh, yeah, sure.  Don't I look it? 

	-You know, at first I thought you were married to him.  I say that because of the wedding ring.  We Spaniards wear it on the right ring finger. In other places they wear it on the left, on the side of the heart. 

	Of course.  And in return on the right wear the engagement ring.  I understand.  Very observant.  

	-Oh, this?  -I inevitably remembered when Nuria had asked me the same question a couple of years ago, when I was dating Silvestre.  It's that I'm married -I answered her truthfully. I tried to say it proudly, but I blushed. 

	-Really?  And your husband. . . ? asked Lidia incredulously but amused. 

	-Yes, my husband is aware of it.  -Lidia had curiously said "and your husband" and not "but your husband".  He knows I have a boyfriend, or perhaps it would be better to say lover.  He doesn't care.  -I wasn't going to lie to the girl.  First, because she didn't deserve any lies.  Second, because my husband didn't deserve lies either.  If he could wear his antlers, I could handle confessing my infidelity.  And third, because if the girl got scared and ran away, it would give me a free hand with Manolo.  Besides, she would leave him warm and fuzzy. Not only he doesn't mind, but it turns him on.  Well, not with Gerardo.  Well yes, but no.  Well. . .  I shouldn't be ashamed of being a hotwife, but there are some things I can't explain openly, even if it would shock her.   

	-How strange! exclaimed Lidia.  "And how cool! 

	I had not sounded scandalized. Is it that you young people no longer have any modesty, that you are no longer ashamed of anything?  

	-And so much.  As much fun as Gerardo is. Look. . . " -I put my open hand under his nose- "He asked me to put this in. 

	-Really?  And are you going to do it? asked Lidia, after investing a few moments in recognizing the vibrating object. 

	-Of course.  It's fun.  He orders and I do it.  -Do you understandnow what fun means?  You don't want that kind of fun, believe me.  

	Definitely, either I was completely drunk and stoned, or I had consciously set out to ruin Manolo and/or Gerardo's plans with Lidia. If you don't run away after this, girl. . .  {How fun!  You're going to earn yourself a good punishment}.  I don't think so.  I haven't contravened any of the instructions.  

	Unexpectedly, Lidia did not run away.  She laughed. You must be drunker than me.  {Or crazier than you}.  More stoned she couldn't be, because she had refused a cigar, claiming that she didn't smoke.  You're a good girl; you shouldn't get involved with two old men, and even less with two old perverts like these two.  {Gerardo is a pervert.  But Manolo?  What do you have against him, if you don't know him in that sense? } [I don't know, but there's something weird about him].  Run, you fool!  Lidia took the bullet from my hand and lit it.  

	-Oh, it does vibrate!  -she admired. didn't care about the reaction of the other women lining up with us to get into the bathroom. 

	Shouldn't you be shocked and run away?  But what have you new generations got in your heads? I had fired the bullet at my young adversary, but it had ricocheted off her and I had run out of bullets. 

	Finally, it was our turn to enter the bathroom.  It had several compartments and two had just been vacated.  I took the opportunity to do my business and then inserted the vibrator, following my boss's orders. The panties would keep it from falling down if I ever danced a Charleston again.  The buzzing was not perceptible and would be hidden by the music.  But the vibrations were perceptible, at least to me.  The bullet had a powerful motor.  My vaginal walls began to vibrate, carrying the waves to my clitoris.  I took a deep breath. When I came out of the bathroom, Lidia was waiting for me outside. 

	-What's up? he asked cheerfully. 

	Ugh. . . " I slapped my face with both hands. 

	-Come on, let's have a few drinks!  -he proposed with the energy of the young.  You have to tell me everything. took me by the waist and led me to the bar. 

	What do I have to what?  I couldn't get over my amazement with her.  What a mama's and papa's girl!  

	-Two beers and two tequilas," he ordered the waiter, without asking me what I wanted. So, will you do everything Gerardo asks you to? 

	-Well, not everything.  It doesn't exactly work like that.  Rather. . .  I like to be seduced into doing things.  

	What's this about putting the vibrator in you? 

	-Yes. " I sighed.  Gerardo can be very. . .  imaginative.  -Funny.  

	And your husband doesn't do that? 

	-No! " I exclaimed more sharply than I had intended.  I waved my hand dismissively.  He obeys me. Okay, I'm a little drunk and I don't care what you think of me.  And if you run away, so much the better.  Anyway, I don't think we'll see each other again.  

	-Ah!  So Gerardo is the big boss.  -He nodded as if he understood all the implications.  

	You young fool!  You don't know what you're getting into.  You can't imagine what this is really like. The submission was. . .  tremendously addictive. 

	-And what else has he made you do?  -he asked cheekily. But wait, let's drink first!  Another round of shots, bartender! 

	Lidia took another swig of beer.  Then she licked her hand in the area between her thumb and forefinger.  Next, she applied salt on top and took the slice of lime in that same hand. sucked on the salt and then downed the tequila in one gulp. My God, how many rounds have we had already?  The waiter refilled the empty shot glass.  Lidia bit into the lime and sipped it. threw the top stem back and laughed. 

	It's your turn! 

	I tried to imitate her as best I could,what a crazy head you are, Lidia! didn't seem to have any bottom, as I trailed behind her, trying to stretch out the time between rounds. 

	Well, where?  Ah, yes!  You were going to tell me what else Gerardo has made you do. 

	Was I going to tell you?  Well, who cares?  In any case, I doubted that I would ever see this girl again, whether or not she got involved with Manolo.  So I told her about the spanking I'd gotten for filing an incomplete report.  

	-Wow. And it didn't hurt too much? 

	Had I done it? Yes, quite a lot.  I had even cried, although I couldn't tell if it was because of the pain or because of suddenly releasing all the accumulated tensions, surrendering myself to the simple life of submitting to Gerardo.  

	{Tell her a lot, just to scare her off!  I nodded.  What difference did it all make?  

	Lidia continued asking uncomfortable questions like a machine gun and ordered another round of tequilas.  When Manolo and Gerardo finally found us and came over, I had already lost count of the number of rounds. I felt dizzy. 

	-Does it turn you on to talk about this? Lidia asked, pointing her gaze at my crotch, where the vibrating bullet was still roaring. 

	-What are you drinking?  -asked Manolo, as he approached.  He had not heard the intrepid young woman's question.  

	-Come on, cheer up!  -said Lidia, leaving aside the question she had asked me.  Without answering Manolo or asking Gerardo, she ordered glasses for both of them.  She then instructed them on how to drink tequila with beer.  

	The young girl was a real gale.  Next to Manolo and Gerardo, I was the young one, but Lidia had changed all that. Compared to her, I looked like an old woman.  I made up my mind to keep up with her as much as I could.  I had no doubt that I wasn't going to keep up with her - age was never forgiving - but I could do with a little more dynamism.  Besides, I was having fun.  It was clear that I had already failed with Manolo, regardless of Lidia.  But at least she was like a breath of fresh air.  Her joy and uninhibitedness were contagious.  The young woman laughed out loud.  Maybe she was drunk or maybe it was just the way she was.  

	Why did he only ask me about Gerardo?  The thought suddenly came to my mind.  It was strange, if I was -supposedly- interested in Manolo, why are you so interested in Gerardo?  It didn't make sense. Manolo had picked up on it and compared to Gerardo, Manolo was much better looking. 

	Lidia leaned over and put her ear to my lower abdomen, as if trying to listen to the hum of my vibrator.  Gerardo smiled, sensing her motives, something Manolo couldn't know. Maybe it wouldn't be bad, if he knew.  No sooner had he leaned over to listen to my insides than he suddenly sat up.  He made an indescribable gesture to Manolo, and then laughed out loud.  You're drunk, girl!  [And what about you? ] His joy, caused by whatever reason, was enviable. 

	-Come on, let's dance," she proposed.  Apparently, she couldn't sit still for a moment. If she wasn't peppering me with questions, she was doing tequila shots, and when she wasn't, she was listening to my belly or dancing. 

	Said and done, without waiting for anyone's response, she went to the track.  She took me by the hand and led me with her.  My last shot, still undrunk, was fortunately left behind me.  I was starting to feel dizzy from the alcohol, but the exercise would do me good to metabolize it sooner.  Manolo and Gerardo followed behind us, at their own pace, but stayed at the edge of the dance floor, watching us, while Lidia made me spin and dance.  The pirouettes were not helping my dizziness.  Nevertheless, I did my best to keep up with her crazy rhythm and not get out of step. 'm not going to look like an old woman.  

	-I lied to you before," Lidia suddenly confessed.  I didn't come with my parents.  -The young woman was holding me from behind.  We both had one arm up, holding hands.  With the other, she held me from behind, at the level of my belly.  We were turning each other like this, but this time, Lidia had suddenly stopped to make a revelation to me.  I came with my boyfriend.  But we argued and he got angry.  I think we broke up.  He left.  He wanted me to go with him, but I didn't want to give him the satisfaction. So I refused and stayed," she revealed, "and since I've worked so hard to prepare for this party, I decided it was best to enjoy it thoroughly and forget about him.  Don't you think? 

	That made more sense to me.  I did not see the indomitable Lidia accompanied by her parents at a party.  After getting to know her, that image was creaky.  This made more sense and explained why she was behaving like that. You want to get back at your (ex)boyfriend by having sex with some old men!  {With one or with two?  Which one? } 

	-What happened? asked. 

	-He's an asshole.  He doesn't deserve me.  I'm very open and talk to everyone.  I think you can see that.  But he keeps nagging me about it, especially if it's boys.  Especially if it's guys.  Does he think I'm going to sleep with him just because I talk to someone? I'm glad to have met you: people who aren't stale and don't get jealous at the drop of a hat. 

	If you only knew how jealous I am!  [The only one who has the right to be jealous is Daniel, and you haven't met him, beautiful.  He is the only one who is not stale].  

	We continued dancing.  I didn't know what to say to her.  Myhotwife statushad made me look at sex from a different, more open perspective.  But I had to admit that I was jealous.  I couldn't imagine my husband with another woman, even if it was just for a one-night stand.  That just wasn't me.  {What about what you imagined before, would you be jealous if Daniel was completely submissive - like you - to Gerard and Gerard found him a male client? } It was asymmetrical, but that was the hot wife and cuckold lifestyle.  Our rights and obligations were different.  Sometimes asymmetry works best, because it allows the parties to complement each other.  Opposites attract.  But even with regard to Gerardo I felt a certain jealousy.  It wasn't like with my husband, of course, but I wasn't amused when my boss looked at young Lidia.  Unlike my husband, he was, of course, within his rights.  Gerardo is my boss.  

	-Manolo, look!  Gema is very hot today, you should take advantage of tonight!  -Lidia exclaimed.  She had surprised me from behind and had pulled my dress up to just below my panties or a little above them.  Do you know why?  -Because Gerardo made her put a vibrator in her and she's got it in her! he exclaimed. 

	There weren't many people left at the party, but some close to us couldn't help but hear her, even though the music was still blaring.  I blushed.  The normal reaction would have been to pull down my dress, but instead I froze.  Maybe it was because I was thinking about how Gerardo would want me to react or because I was still longing to fulfill my goal with his best friend.  Lidia had given me a new opportunity,in exchange for making out with Gerardo, the bitch!  

	Manolo diverted his gaze from my lower abdomen to Gerardo.  Instead of looking at me and asking me, he looked at his friend.  I couldn't see him, because he was behind me, but I imagined my boss nodding gravely.  I bit my lip.  It was true, even though the batteries had already died and the vibrator had stopped roaring.  Manolo looked at my lower belly again.  Underneath the upturned dress, my garter belt and stockings, bothvintage, were showing.  There was no doubt that this had turned him on.  Thank you, Lidia!  {Thank you? } She was trying to set me up with Manolo so she could have a free hand with Gerardo.  But what did you see in Gerardo?  {Well, the same as you} I wouldn't be able to try to seduce an old man!  [Why not?  You've done it].  It was logical, if she felt scorned by her boyfriend and wanted to get back at him.  What better revenge than sleeping with a rich old man, eh?  [Yes, you know very well how it is. . . ].  

	Suddenly, Lidia pushed me towards Manolo and I fell into his arms.  My upturned dress was trapped against his fly.  Maybe I could give in to Gerardo, if in return I could finish seducing Manolo and fulfill my mission. I'm doing it for you, Daniel.  My mouth was just inches away from Manolo's.  I felt his hesitation, but he didn't take the opportunity to kiss me.  After holding me in his arms for a few seconds, he straightened me up and released me. He pulled away from me and my dress fell down and covered me again. 

	  

	***

	  

	curiojotj:  

	"Do you really think Daniel is that little?  A beta?  He has more courage than your own God Gerardo and you denigrate him to such levels? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I agree that Daniel has more courage than Gerardo.  It takes a lot of courage and self-confidence to be cuckolded and submissive.  Gerardo takes advantage of that, he accepts it, but he doesn't understand it and, above all, he could never do it.  And it's not just a matter of him being dominant, it's a matter of him lacking the courage to put aside certain prejudices.  So what makes you think that being a beta is a bad thing?  A beta man is a gem and in no way inferior to an alpha.  They are simply different and each one is good for what he is good for.  And I have both and I wouldn't want to give up either of them (although my husband will always have priority, not because he's a beta, but because he's my husband).  Alphas and betas are made happy by different things.  A beta is unhappy, if they feel pressured to make decisions and carry the weight of responsibility.  I try to give each of them what makes them happy and that includes, in Daniel's case, humiliating him. But don't confuse humiliation and domination with disrespect or lack of love

	  

	srbmtza:  

	"Thank you for telling your story so gallantly.  You are a great inspiration to me on my blog, as it is very difficult to find stories that are not vulgar, rude, or sexist.  My question is: In the event that Gerardo agrees to dominate your husband, how do you plan to balance the situation between him beinginvisible and you dominating him together? Greetings from Mexico. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your comment.  Yes, men lack a certain sensitivity in storytelling. As a woman, it's more natural for me to try to develop the sensual and emotional side, but I try to make it spicy at the same time - maybe pornographic, as someone told me - so that it will also be of interest to men. 

	I don't intend much in the way of Gerardo dominating my husband.  It is not in his nature to do so, I think.  I just don't want him to ignore him as he has been doing so far.  While that is humiliating, which in our case is not necessarily a bad thing, that is not what we, Daniel and I, are after.  It is enough for me if Gerardo gives him some order from time to time, always in the sense of reinforcing my dominance over him.  For example, it would be enough for me if Gerardo would read him the primer of the things he has to do while he is at home. So far, as I said, he has ignored it almost completely and I have had to be the one to give him orders

	  

	***

	  

	We had another round, during which I tried to seduce Manolo with all the means I had.  Time was running out, but even though Manolo was excited, he wouldn't take the plunge. Why was he resisting? was not being easy for him, he had hesitated, but, in spite of that, he was still resisting. 

	-Lidia, my friend Manolo lives near here and has an excellent whiskey in his cellar.  Would you join us for a drink," Gerardo proposed. almost the last ones in the place. 

	-I'm sorry, but I don't like whiskey," replied the intrepid young woman. It was clear that she was not interested in going to Manolo's house.  And I think I've had enough to drink for tonight," she admitted with a sad face. 

	Gerardo raised his eyebrows. You really didn't expect that, did you?  I almost rejoiced at the slap in the mouth.  Oh, my jealousy. . .  I have to learn to be more generous.  

	-But I'll go with you all the same!  -exclaimed Lidia, the madwoman, with joy.  She laughed. hitched herself to Gerardo's waist and led him towards the exit. 

	Okay, you can have it.  But pray that I manage to seduce Manolo, because otherwise. . .  My hands casually brushed against Manolo's hands.  This time, to my delight, he grabbed my hand.  Holding hands, we walked out behind the improvised, improbable and totally unbalanced couple.  One night, hey, nothing more!  Gerardo disappeared in his car with Lidia and I did the same in Manolo's car.  I sat in the passenger seat and my dress accidentally exposed the garter on one leg.  Manolo actuated the gear shift and then stroked my leg with his fingertips.  Let's go!  

	We arrived at their house at the same time.  Gerardo put on some music, while Manolo disappeared for a few moments in the kitchen.  Waiting for my partner to return, I noticed my boss. You have lipstick on your neck and it's not mine!  {Lidia's bitch!  Let me strangle her! } You can do it, but do it tomorrow.  For now, she's led the way with Manolo.  Hold on for Daniel's sake, tomorrow I'll help you strangle her.  Manolo reappeared with some small glasses, salt and lemon. Lidia took off her shoes, took off her dress and sat down on the floor, on the living room carpet. 

	-Ugh, the heels were killing me," she commented, as if that justified taking off her dress.  She was in her underwear, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.  Come on, let's go play a game of bottle! she exclaimed. 

	Does it never stop?   

	-Come on, sit down! he insisted. 

	Gerardo and Manolo looked at each other, but obeyed.  "Great, even my boss obeys him," I thought bitterly with envy. 

	-Hey. . .  -I'm going to the bathroom for a moment.  I'll be right back. excused myself. 

	-Do you have to take something off? asked Gerardo in an unmistakable tone of dry mockery. 

	Oh, yes," I admitted. 

	-That's fine. But bring it back in your mouth. 

	That was very humiliating.  There, in front of Manolo and a quasi-stranger! 

	-Agreed? insisted Gerardo. 

	-Hey. Mmm," I ducked my head in embarrassment, "Yes, boss," I finally agreed

	I took advantage of my solitude in the bathroom to meditate. What am I doing?  Am I going to have an orgy with a little girl and two old men?  How far had I fallen?  [By God, Gema, she could be your daughter! ] But, it was the opportunity to finish off the play with Manolo and get what I wanted for Gerardo and my husband.  Anyway, what have I got to lose?  I had already lost my dignity the moment I had taken the vibrating bullet out of my pussy and put it in my mouth.  [Why did you do that?  You could have at least washed it before and no one would have found out].  But it would have been cheating.  Wasn't this the kind of game I wanted?  Hadn't I bet on Gerardo for that very reason?  {You'd ruin everything if you backed out now! } 

	I reappeared in the living room with the vibrator between my lips. At least it no longer vibrates.  

	Come on, take off your dress, you'll be more comfortable," said Lidia. 

	He got up and came up behind me with the speed of a feline, without giving me a chance to react.  Without waiting for my consent, she grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled it up over her head.  My arms cooperated - against my better judgment - and let her remove my dress.  Unlike her, I had been left in a topless.  Since my breast operation, Gerard often preferred that I not wear a bra.  I felt embarrassed, but Manolo's lascivious look relieved me.  Everyone had already seen my tits anyway. Everyone except Lidia, but she's a girl; she doesn't count.  {Everyone except Manolo.  He's the first time he's seen these tits}.  Daniel, I'm doing it for you. Lidia took me by the hand, led me with her to the carpet and we sat with the men. 

	-This is how it works," he began to explain.  You spin the bottle.  Whoever you end up aiming at, has to drink a shot of tequila.  Whoever spins the bottle decides who and where to pour the salt.  Dibs on first! he exclaimed. 

	Without waiting for anyone, Lidia turned.  The bottle spun around several times and ended up pointing at Gerardo. Coincidentally.  

	-It's your turn. . .  from me!  -he proclaimed with euphoria.  Lidia lay down and pointed to her navel. Here," she ordered my boss, "Salt first. 

	You don't lack salt and pepper, daughter.  

	Gerardo arched his eyebrows.  Then he obeyed him.  He poured salt on his navel. At the same time, Lidia took a slice of lemon and put it in her mouth. 

	-Suck the salt and then drink! he ordered Gerardo, m. 

	My boss obeyed.  With some effort, he leaned over her and licked her belly.  Lidia laughed, as if it tickled him.  Then Gerardo drank the tequila glass in one gulp.  Then he took the slice of lemon from Lidia's mouth with his mouth. did it unhurriedly, without avoiding the unnecessary contact of his lips with. 

	Lidia, enthusiastic, applauded herself and Manolo, somewhat astonished, imitated her. Somewhat astonished, but less than me.  

	-It's your turn to spin the bottle! he said to Gerardo. 

	My boss turned, but the bottle ended up pointing at himself.  It was no good.  He turned again and this time it was pointed at Lidia. Coincidentally.  Gerardo aimed at her neck.  No good!  That's cheating!  It's always the same ones. Yeah, my jealousy again

	Lidia followed her own procedure, introducing a slight variation: She licked Gerard's neck twice.  First she did it without salt.  "Relax, it's to moisten the area so the salt can stick," I said to myself.  Then he poured the salt and licked his neck again, without the slightest modesty.  Next, he took the slice of lemon from my Gerardo's mouth, in an act that looked more like a snog.  When she finished kissing my boss, she giggled like a naughty little girl, covering her mouth with the fingertips of one hand.  She turned the bottle around and this time it was pointed at Manolo.  Finally!  

	-In Gema's navel! exclaimed Lidia. 

	At least the girl seemed to want to play in my favor, if only so she could take care of my lover.  I lay down and Manolo leaned over me.  I wished Manolo would prolong the brush with his lips as he took the slice from my mouth, imitating his friend, but he withdrew too soon. What's holding this man back?  If it wasn't that he had been an invalid, I would have raped him right there, so frustrated was I.  {Frustrated and horny.  Because you won't want to deny to me that you're not being immune to the electrifying sexuality in the air}.  

	Manolo spun the bottle hard.  The bottle spun and spun.  When it finally stopped, it was pointed at me.  My heart raced. His decision would say it all.  If he chose Gerardo, it was clear that, for some strange reason, he did not want to consummate with me.  If he chose himself, imitating his friend, he would have a good chance of ending up taking me to bed and thus fulfilling my mission.  This is what it all depends on, Daniel.  Wish us luck!  

	In the chest," he said, pointing at Lidia. 

	How?  

	-Nooo!  Girl on girl is no good," Lidia protested in mock anger.  But, despite her protests, she leaned towards me.  

	You're not going to. . . ?  

	Lidia took a lemon and offered it to me, for me to take it in my mouth.  I opened my lips wide and she inserted the slice between them.  Shamelessly, without waiting, the young woman plunged her face into my breasts.  My newears pressed against hers.  Next, she furtively licked my cleavage, in preparation for applying the salt, so that it wouldn't fall out.  Lidia looked into my eyes.  My heart raced even faster.  She half opened her mouth.  We looked at each other for two or three long seconds, maybe more.  During that time, without taking her eyes off me, Lidia shook the salt shaker, sprinkling salt over my breasts and my little channel.  If before she had moved with alacrity, leaving me no time to react, now she advanced slowly.  He plunged his face into my breasts.  I was paralyzed, feeling the touch of his face, his hair, the exhalation of his breath.  Her head made its way between my tits.  Lidia gave me a long lick.  Finally, she emerged from between my breasts.  She picked up the tequila glass and downed it roughly in one gulp.  She laughed nervously.  Then he looked me in the eye again and slowly approached me.  With a brief peck - our lips brushed - he took the lime slice from my mouth.  

	Manolo and Gerardo applauded enthusiastically. 

	-You're going to find out!  -Lidia threatened them both, reproaching Manolo for his audacity.  She turned the bottle.  Again, it ended up pointing at Gerardo. Coincidentally. It was her turn to decide the fate of my boss. 

	Gerard's nut moved up and down again as he swallowed saliva. 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Good morning!  Questions: What size bra did you wear before, and now?  Contour and cup please.  What do you prefer, thong, panties or bottom? And something about sex: what do you like a man to do to you the most? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you see me going around asking the size of your penises?  Is that all I am to you, cup and girth?  I'll just say that I'm now a size long bigger than I used to be.  panties, thong or ass? forgettingnobra (no panties) on the list.  I like all three; each has its charm and it depends on the moment and the rest of the outfit.  I don't like string thongs, for that it's better without panties.  I like the fabric to frame the ass.  I only like panties if they are small, as if they were one size too small.  The culottes can mark the ass very well; I like them sometimes.  What do I like a man to do to me?  I like him to surprise and excite me, to be creative, sometimes a bit kinky. I like him to handle me at his whim and give me no options, but still respect me

	  

	***

	  

	-In. . . " said Lidia, leaving the rest of the sentence in suspense, while she pointed sequentially at each of us with her index finger, "In my ass!  The unconscious young woman giggled and lay down on her stomach.  Next, she tucked her panties between her buttocks, as if they were a thong.  

	In the end, despite his earlier threat, he had not caused Gerardo and Manolo to engage in any off-color acts together.  Both breathed a sigh of relief.  In revenge for the scare he had given her, Gerardo did not settle for licking her buttock, but bit her, causing Lidia to howl.  Next, he bit her with the excuse of the lemon in his mouth. Although it made no sense, it hurt to see my boss kissing another woman and more so one younger than me. 

	Gerardo turned the bottle. The bottle spun and spun until it finally stopped, pointing at me. 

	-Like Lidia before, Gerardo left the rest of the sentence in suspense.  . . .  her breast," he finally said. But no cleavage, the left aureole. 

	If on the previous occasion he had chosen himself as Lidia's target, this time he had joined the lesbian proposal initiated by his friend Manolo. Lidia took a deep breath. 

	-All right," the young woman agreed reluctantly. Lidia turned around and turned her back to me.  Will you help me with this, please? 

	I reached over and unclasped her bra.  Now, we were both on our tits.  I couldn't help but notice them.  They were small but perky and firm. Oh, blessed youth. . .   

	-Don't bite!  -the young woman warned me, laughing.  

	Lidia lay on her back.  Her tits were flattened by the effect of gravity.  Mine, on the other hand, now hardly changed their volume with the change of position, when I lay on my back.  I ran my tongue over her left aureole.  Lida feigned a moan and giggled nervously.  I applied the salt and licked her again.  I have to say that I was not a lesbian at all, nor was I bisexual.  I had no longings for a woman. But I do know how to give a good show when it suits me.  Anyway, this situation is already out of control, why not try to make some profit out of it?  Before taking the lemon from her mouth, I looked longingly at Manolo.  It's for you, Daniel.  Next, I kissed her, though without going so far as to bite her as Gerardo had done.  To my satisfaction, Manolo had to adjust his crotch.  Test passed.  It wasn't so hard after all.  Gerardo and Manolo applauded our little show. 

	-It's no good.  It's time to repeat," Gerardo interrupted the continuous applause of his friend.  I said the left breast.  That's the right one,your right one. 

	-Come on, Gerardo! Lidia protested, feigning indignation. 

	However, she was alone in her protest.  Manolo, for obvious reasons and regardless of whether he thought Gerardo was right or wrong, did not join the protest against his friend.  And I also kept silent. knew better than to contradict my boss. 

	-The left one please, Gema.  But this time, lick it well. You'd better keep the nipple erect," my boss warned me. 

	I wasn't particularly satisfied with licking a woman's breasts.  That, as it was, didn't turn me on. s not my thing.  But in the context of Gerardo's deep voice, it took on a different meaning. wasn't a lesbian act; it was something between him and me. 

	Yes, boss. 

	  

	***

	  

	"Hotwife pleasure:" In the moving image, a man's head enters a woman's legs, she sitting on his face, moaning as she moves her pelvis, rubbing her sex with her mouth.  "To know that your husband licks you there, where you have been penetrated by another man. He does it with pampering, with devotion, because he wants to show you that he supports you

	  

	"Submissive Pleasure:" In the black and white image, a naked woman, blindfolded, sitting on her heels, legs spread, leaving her sex accessible.  Her hands, behind her back.  Her head, looking down.  A man standing, in a suit, watching her, pensive, hand on his chin.  "Know that you don't need to think.  You can relax, switch off.  Someone else does the thinking for you. You just have to follow their instructions

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXX - Taking the reins of the DEPARTMENT 

	  

	"Why has sexual freedom been so persecuted and reviled throughout time, even today?  

	The answer is simple, because the control of sex is a key element for social control.  Controlling an activity as primary as sexuality gives immense power over the population.  And this has been used to perfection by the different religions, especially the monotheistic ones.   

	And who has been used as a vehicle to achieve this?   

	Women.   

	Why?  Probably for several reasons: control of offspring, the predominance of men in times when wars were frequent, but, quite possibly, also because of men's fear of female sexuality, which since ancient times was known to be much more powerful than male sexuality.  Hence, in all religions, prophets are men and women are the cause of catastrophes (always associated with their sexual side).   

	Why, if the prophets expressed the word of God and, therefore, had the power of God behind them, could they not be women, and why could the son of God not be the daughter of God?  Simple: they would have given a prominence to women that would make the necessary control over them difficult.   

	The only female protagonist is a mother and a virgin.   

	It is no coincidence, she is the prototype of woman defended by all religions: virgin until she becomes a mother.  

	Unfortunately, it is not only religion that has used sexuality as a means of social control.  Totalitarian regimes have promoted - when not forced - a repressive and frustration-generating sexual morality.  

	Sexual liberation is, therefore, a basic demand as part of individual freedom and it is necessary to fight so that no sexual tendency or practice consented to by those who practice it is a reason for social rejection or cause for exclusion, retaliation or marginalization of its practitioners. " - elsexoplacentero 

	  

	  

	The next morning we had to get up early.  Thursday was a workday.  Evidently, we would be late for the office. And with a hangover.  Gerardo, however, curiously did not seem to mind, nor did the fact that we would both be late, which could raise suspicions.  On the contrary, he took it easy and went down to breakfast barefoot, dressed only in his pants.  He did so in a very good mood.  No wonder, because he had slept with two women in the same bed and we were both younger than him.  One of us much younger.  Lidia was still in bed, sleeping.  She didn't have to go to work, although she might have to go to college.  Blessed youth!  I remembered her beautiful naked body.  Her small, but well set breasts, smooth as peaches.  Her soft, whitish skin.  Her gray eyes, lively and sparkling.  Her brown hair, her natural color, undyed.  I didn't really know that; downstairs she was completely shaved.  Her flirtatious, upturned nose.  Her tempting lips, fleshy on the bottom, the top thin but pointed, inviting to be kissed.  Gerard was swollen with pride.  He had every right to it. I, in turn, didn't know what to think of myself. 

	-I'm sorry the evening didn't turn out as you expected," Gerardo commented to me, as he saw me enter the kitchen. say this because of Manolo. 

	-Don't worry, a deal's a deal," I conceded crestfallenly.  Although when you said you could incorporate anyone into our sex life, I didn't think it was a girl.  I thought you really wanted me to make out with Manolo. But I see I was wrong. 

	You played your cards right, I'll give you that.  

	-Not at all!  I do want you to take him to bed!  I knew it wouldn't be easy for you, but I never imagined he would resist so much. Don't think I'm glad," Gerardo told me, in a vain attempt to sympathize with me, "I've lost too," he added, mumbling between his teeth, in a low voice and barely intelligible. 

	What do you want. . . ?  

	At that moment, Manolo appeared in the kitchen.  Gerardo became even more bloated.  He had slept with two women and his friend had slept alone, even though he was at home.  My intuition was good.  There is some kind of competition between them.  Gerardo looked triumphantly at his best friend, waiting for him to ask him about the night.  You want to show off with your story.  You want to rub his nose in your exploits.  Men!  I enjoy telling Daniel what I've done, but I don't do it to show off, I do it because I know it turns him on.  However, Manolo said nothing.  With sepulchral silence he left the kitchen.  After a while, he came back again.  He was holding two little wooden boxes in his hands.  He went to Gerardo and put them in his hands.  He seemed to have trouble letting go of them.  He then carefully opened one of the boxes and took out a cigar.  He sniffed it and inhaled with its aroma. With longing, he put it back in the box and closed it. 

	-Two boxes of my best stock. My last units, the last thing I have left from that fabulous trip to Cuba.  Satisfied? 

	Gerardo was perplexed, looking as if he did not understand.  He looked at Manolo for a long time, trying to decipher that mystery.  Then he looked at me.  Then he looked at Manolo again - this time for only a second - and looked at me again. He fixed his gaze on me, as if I were the key to understanding that puzzle. 

	I approached Manolo and rested my cheek on his shoulder. 

	-A deal is a deal," I reminded my boss.  I turned and walked away. The shirt I had stolen from Gerardo barely covered my ass-my best part, with permission of my new tits. 

	  

	***

	  

	-Love, I have a surprise for you! No, no, that's not it," she added, when she saw that I was looking at her crotch. 

	-Are you going to tell me what happened yesterday at the party?  -I asked.  I only knew that she had spent the night out withher boss.  She had warned me that she would probably not come home to sleep, and so it had happened.  I had not been able to accompany her to the party.  She hadn't let me.  Supposedly, it had been a Halloween party set in the early 1900s, but I wasn't so sure.  Knowing Gerardo, it had been anything but.  But if you slept at his house, I wouldn't have minded going there.  Okay, the deal didn't include accompanying you to parties, but we had talked about him accompanying you to his house.  I wouldn't have minded going, even if it was in the wee hours of the morning, really.  

	-Almost," said my wife, "I'll tell you about it through the blog. You'll have to have a little patience. 

	And that's why you're now pricking my curiosity, so that I'll be patient?  

	-I thought we were past the whole "you only tell me things through the blog" thing," I objected.  That had been a real pain.  It had kept me on tenterhooks, waiting for a new update.  Although I couldn't deny that it had also been a stimulating experience.  But I couldn't admit that to him.  However, I had no desire to go back to it.  It had been too much stimulation, too much stress.  I preferred that you told me things in your own voice and, better yet, that I could witness them. Besides, this way I can take better care of you.  

	-About Gerardo?  -Of course, love!  I'll tell you everything.  Only, on this occasion, you'll have to wait a bit. You see, it involves other people and about those, I don't remember that we had any agreement that I'll tell you everything live.  Right? 

	Did you say other people in plural?  Manolo and who else?  Another old friend of Gerardo's?  

	-Where was the party, in a nursing home?  -I asked mockingly. party at the beginning of the century, what was it, because of the age of the attendees? 

	-How funny you are, Daniel!  -my wife replied with a sour face.  I will only tell you two things.  The first is that this is someone very young.  Very, very young," said Gema.  As she said it, she blushed.  She didn't seem proud of her feat.  Curiously, the same had not happened to her when she had told me about her two previous encounters with Manolo, nor did she blush when she told me about her client Dídac.  But the second thing I will tell you is the one that is really important," said my wife.  She took a breath and looked at me mischievously.  You are going to have to be very obedient from now on.  Gerardo is going to find you a client to attend to.  Male, of course," my wife assured me, "I won't allow you to have your way with any other woman but me.  Don't even dream of it! t have that kind of relationship. 

	Gema turned and went upstairs to the bedroom, leaving me gaping in the kitchen. You're kidding me, right?  I felt cold sweat on my forehead. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous (what a mess with the translator): 

	"Gerarldo fuck back.  back Lydia?  if so, would you still be willing to fuck Gerarldo without a condom?  are you willing to fuck without a condom from Manolo? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo didn't get to have penetrative sex with Lidia, but she gave him a blowjob.  Manolo used a condom with me.  What will happen in the future?  I don't know.  It's complicated.  Gerardo has his ideas, but those are not necessarily mine.  Or maybe they are.  I'm a mess.  I don't know if the Manolo thing will happen again, especially since Gerardo finally got what he wanted: the damn box of his friend's best reserve cigars.  I don't know how to explain to you how I feel about it. . . . I have mixed feelings. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Manolo used a condom on you, did you win, will Gerardo no longer ignore Daniel

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm not sure who won.  Despite the good fuck I gave Manolo, I have the feeling that he was the loser.  Apparently, there was some kind of bet between Gerardo and Manolo, which I didn't know about, but which explains the strange behavior of both of them.  If Manolo succumbed to my charms, he had to part with a box of cigars, of which he was particularly fond.  So the next morning, Manolo gave the box to Gerardo.  And so, the rules were that I had to seduce him and not quasi-rape him, to put it the way Gerardo liked to tease me about it.  It was a bet that Gerardo had bragged that I was irresistible.  I would be flattered if it weren't for the fact that I also felt used.  Sold for a handful of cigars.   

	Why then did Gerardo try to meddle in my seduction arts, betting with Manolo that he would not be able to get Lidia?  I don't know; I can only guess: I think it was to annoy me, to make it more difficult for me, forcing me to try harder.  Maybe it was also to humiliate me. I'm not used to having to make such an effort with men and having to almost beg them. 

	The fact is that Gerardo won the bet and with it the cigars.  He even won that second bet, in which he had challenged Manolo to get Lidia.  It is true that Manolo managed to attract her to our group, but in the end, as incredible and certainly incongruous as it sounds, Lidia ended up with Gerardo and me in bed. Gerardo made a masterstroke: he won two bets and had a threesome in bed at his friend's house. 

	And yes, I have won my share too.  Gerardo has assured me that he will deal more directly with my husband. You know what

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Hello Gema.  If you spent the night with Gerardo and Lidia, I understand that youescaped afterwards, without your boss noticing, to Manolo's room and completed the seduction to win the bet, right?  And then you went back to your room? Full night as far as I can see

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It wasn't exactly like that.  I got up, because I was awake and couldn't sleep (strange images were going through my head. . .  need I explain why? ).  Lidia was cuddled up to Gerardo, sleeping like an angel.  Gerardo was sleeping too.  He was sleeping and smiling.  I went to the kitchen to have a glass of water and try to find myself again.  And coincidentally, there I bumped into Manolo.  Maybe he couldn't sleep either, or maybe he heard me coming down the stairs.  The important thing is that he took the first step.  Maybe it had to do with the fact that I had come down naked.  It wouldn't have mattered if I had gone to his room.  Gerardo would have considered itrape and it wouldn't have done any good. 

	Then I went back to Gerardo's room and lay down next to him.  He was still smiling.  And Lidia was still sleeping in the same position, hugging him.  Everyone was asleep.  Manolo had left him with post-orgasmic drowsiness.  Everyone slept but me. It was a full night, too full

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerardo chose two sexual partners. Neither of them were of your choice.  Who is better at sex, Manolo or Dídac? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Manolo, without a doubt.  Mr.  Ripoll only uses me; he doesn't care about my pleasure.  In fact, my pleasure with him is mostly psychological, because I know I'm doing it for the company, I know I'm part commodity, part of a business deal.  Manolo, in return, is a hard-working lover.  And he doesn't mind licking me down there, something his friend Gerardo, by the way, never does.  Neither does Mr.  Ripoll. You forgot in your question to include Gerardo's third sexual partner of choice: Lidia. 

	  

	***

	  

	Mario had recovered from theinitial shock that the secretary he used to flirt with had become his boss overnight.  There was not only my promotion, but the organizational change that came with it.  Mario had moved from Tiburcio's section to ours.  That was rather unheard of, because Gerardo and Tiburcio, despite being the founding partners of the company, got along rather badly.  Someday I would like to know what happened between them.  

	I, for my part, had tried to keep a difficult balance: On the one hand, I had distanced myself from him, so that it was clear to him at all times who was in charge.  On the other hand, at the same time I had tried to be warm with him in order to encourage him to get his courage back.  My feminine ego was pushing me to give him just enough hope that he would decide it was worth taking the risk of overconfidence with a superior.  I wanted him to take that risk for me, with no guarantee of success and no assurance of retaliation.  I liked men to take risks for me.  It wasn't very difficult, to tell you the truth: Mario was a cocky hunk and if my feminine ego pushed me to act that way, his masculine ego made him think he was irresistible, even to his boss. And in a way, I can't take that away from him.  

	Taking advantage of the fact that it was past coffee time and that there were no people in the kitchen, I had come in to get a caffeine kick and take a look at my blog messages on my cell phone. I was sitting on a high stool at the bar, looking at my cell phone, when Mario came in. 

	-You want to pretend that behind that cold appearance you hide a fiery beast, but I think it's just a facade.  I don't think you're that cold and I don't think you're that fierce," Mario was emboldened to say, from one day to the next, returning to his old ways when she was just a secretary and he was a colleague from another section.  It was a normal flirtation for him.  He had spoken to me that way on other occasions, before I became his boss, and he continued to speak that way to the rest of the women in the company (yes, only to those he considered pretty).  

	How many of them have you really taken to the garden?  Do you collect them as trophies?  

	Everything had, so far, been slow-cooked.  I was in no hurry with him and, in return, I had a lot of other things on my mind.  Nevertheless, I was beginning to feel that a good stew was cooking.  

	-If you knew the truth, you'd run away.  -I winked. Then I looked down to concentrate on my cell phone again, playing down the conversation. 

	-You've told me that before," she reminded me.  I bet I wouldn't do it. think you'd be the one to run away. 

	-Do you think so?  -I asked coquettishly, while biting on a pen.  

	Mario was back to his old self.  Things were getting interesting. I put the cell phone on the table to exchange it for the cup of coffee. 

	Or have you forgotten that I'm your boss now? 

	-Ah, so that's what we have!  Invoking the hierarchy to sneak away.  Would you retaliate against me, hypothetically speaking?  -Mario was undaunted and continued flirting. leaned toward me and looked at me from a distance that was shorter than what is recommended in a boss-subordinate relationship. 

	-Hypothetically speaking. . .  it would depend on your performance. You know how I feel about not getting the job done right. 

	Oh, you would have no complaints, I assure you," Mario said withDon Juan-like certainty, looking deep into my eyes.  Hypothetically. . . " he began to say.  However, he must have suddenly caught something out of the corner of his eye, because his gaze instinctively shifted to my cell phone.  

	For privacy, I had my cell phone configured so that the screen would automatically lock after thirty seconds of inactivity, the minimum time on that phone.  With the Tumblr app to manage my blog and with the messages that Gerardo could send me at any time, I took care of my privacy so that no one -especially our daughter, but also a co-worker- could see what they shouldn't have.  With my husband, I was confident that he wouldn't try to peek when he shouldn't, although it was better to be safe.  Even if it's my husband, I value my privacy.  Besides, not everything is suitable for his eyes.  It's not just about keeping a little secret, but also about controlling the timing of the information.  I had left my cell phone face up on the table,casually with the screen on.  And Mario had just accidentally glanced at it, although he only had a fraction of a second to look at the image.  The screen had locked at that precise moment when he had averted his gaze to study what he had thought he had caught out of the corner of his eye. He hesitated. 

	-I am demanding," I cut him off in mid-sentence, taking advantage of his imbalance.  It was no less so.  As I entered the kitchen, Mario had interrupted me updating my blog.  He had been about to publish a photo of me that Gerardo had taken.  He shared them with me in dribs and drabs. And the few that he shares, I end up publishing on my blog, although without saying that it is me.  The photo was shaken and, although you could see my face, you could not identify me.  Daniel would know it was me, despite the poor photographic -not artistic- quality of the photo.  It showed me putting the dildo in my pussy, with my new breasts exposed.  The photo had been taken by Gerardo on Sunday, after my husband had had to leave without me, after having spent the weekend at my boss's house.  With the dildo in my pussy, the picture was unusually explicit, but the fact that it was blurred raised the artistic value.  So did my expression of ecstasy - real; Gerardo knew when to shoot - with my face turned sideways, showing the bitch collar around my neck.  And now, Daniel, my love, why do you think Gerardo has shared that photo with me?  Why precisely that one, from Sunday, after you left?  Do you think he's sending it to me to denigrate myself on my own blog?  Do you think one day he'll want me to say publicly "yes, that's me! "?  The photo, in truth, was somewhat counterproductive to my purposes with Mario, but I hadn't been able to resist the risk of him seeing me like that.  I'm wet from seeing myself in that picture.  Yes, that's me.  But Mario, as I explained earlier, could not recognize me in the photo.  For him, if he had managed to notice it, it would only be an erotic photo.  And if he had time to take a good look -which fortunately was not the case-, it would be more than erotic -pornographic-.  Other men have backed out," I continued.  It's better to withdraw in time than to get into something you're not prepared for," I warned him.  He who warns is not a traitor.  It is not a disgrace. This time I was the one who leaned forward and closed the distance. 

	-You don't scare me," Mario replied with apparent assurance.  After theinitial shock of what he eventually thought he had seen on my cell phone, he had recovered. 

	-Still," I warned him again. bit my lip. 

	-Hypothetically speaking. . .  would you consider it insubordination if I invited you to dinner tonight? he ventured to ask me. 

	-I've already told you: it's all about performance.  Your job at the office is. . .  -I swung my head back and forth- acceptable.  Would you risk tarnishing it with a badafter-hours performance? 

	Would that affect my evaluation? 

	Obviously," I replied, without turning away from him. 

	I crossed my legs, which caused my skirt to ride up just enough to reveal part of the stocking's garter belt. Mario couldn't resist taking a closer look at what he had already caught out of the corner of his eye and looked away for a few moments. 

	-Then it can only get better.  At nine o'clock? he proposed, unaware of what he was getting himself into. 

	Eight-thirty.  That way we have time to have a drink first.  I'll tell you where. Oh, and wear a suit and tie. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, how are you?  Thank you so much for always answering.  You never cease to amaze me.  I love this last story with your dominant side. As you were told in another query, I am also interested in the story of the professional domina, especially to see Daniel with another woman and your reaction, even if there was no sex as such.  Are you thinking of dominating Mario? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Let's just say he didn't get to taste the delicious fruits, but rather the pungent stick

	To dominate Mario? Something along those lines, although more than dominate, I would say pervert him (you can look up in the RAE what exactly the word means)

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The important business issue is that you don't have a plan on how you and Mario will grow the business.  There is the distraction of Mario's fantasy, which is his sex toy.  There is no evidence that a minion is a good business partner.  If you want to succeed in business, you must choose the best employee you can and make changes to improve the business.  Gerard will be impressed that you choose the best employee.  drop the sex fantasy! Business before pleasure. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, there is proof: myself.  Since I've been working for Gerardo, the company has improved dramatically.  Sometimes it's better to be a subject than an employee. There are things that employees are not willing to do, but subjects are.  Do I have to tell you which ones? 

	  

	If I can do it, he can do it.  That motto also applies to Mario.  

	  

	***

	  

	After work, I went home to shower and get ready for my date.  I was nervous and excited.  Mario was very handsome and masculine.  Besides, except for Gerardo and Mr.  Ripoll, it was going to be my first date.  The Manolo thing had happened in an impromptu way.  

	The news of my date with Mario came as a surprise to my husband, even though it was something I had expected - and wanted - for some time.  My husband knew that I usually excel in everything I do. At least, I try and try hard.  Mario had only been a matter of time and opportunity.  Still, upon hearing my plans for that night, Daniel had gaped for several seconds and had taken more than a minute to stammer out a "wow. . . " Don't tell me that now that I'm going to have a lover apart from Gerardo, you're having second thoughts!  But then his face had lit up. 

	-Are you glad I'm dating Mario? Or are you glad that Gerardo will no longer be my only lover? 

	Daniel blushed. 

	-Both, I guess," he finally replied. , you've already got that girl too. 

	-And if I knew how many questions you would ask me about it, I wouldn't tell you," I said, my face as red as a tomato.  Get ready for what Gerardo has prepared for you.  He says he already has several candidates.  Maybe I'll take some pictures of you to convince them -I provoked him.  Daniel's face went from blushing to red.  Don't you like Gerardo? Or don't you like what he does with me? 

	-No, it's not that.  It's just that you're better off with a more handsome man. You deserve someone more handsome and virile. 

	-Thank you!  But you know Mario can't give me what I need from Gerardo. Besides, I have other plans with him. 

	Daniel made a sour face for a moment and lowered his gaze.  It was clear that Gerardo did not correspond -at least physically- to his ideal of a goreador.  I knew, however, that he would be relieved if I had a relationship with another man, for in his mind it would displace Gerardo a little. His mind, not mine.  Laborally, my husband was going through an increasingly complicated phase.  Maybe this was not the best time to start with another lover, or maybe it was precisely for that reason.  Daniel needs to forget about his work for a while.  

	Will you run me a bath and help me get ready for it? 

	-Of course!  -Daniel replied enthusiastically.  But are you sure you want to wear that? asked my husband, worried and surprised at. 

	-Absolutely.  Why?  - I had put on a black leather dress.  It was certainly not the sexiest thing I had in my closet, but it fit me well.  It came down to my knees and didn't have any strategic slits or see-throughs of any kind. What it did have were two cups that fit my new boobs perfectly. 

	No, nothing," my husband muttered. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello Gema.  Thank you to you for sharing your latest adventures here with us.  It is exciting.  You have said that you prefer your husband to be "sweet and quiet". But hypothetically speaking, what would happen if Daniel became more dominant?  Would Daniel have to be subdued as well? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, it wouldn't work.  Daniel is happier and more relaxed being submissive than trying to be dominant.  We all have both sides within us, but with a different balance.  There are people who just couldn't be dominant and others who couldn't be submissive.  There are others who feel the need for both, albeit at different times and with different people.  And then there are others who, even if they could be dominant, it just doesn't suit them and doesn't make them happy. Among the latter is my husband: he is happiest being MY submissive

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Hello again.  We already know yourHotwife-Switch condition: Submissive with your horny guys and dominant with Daniel.  Question: What do you like most about your submission with Gerardo and what do you like least?  And what do you like most about Daniel's submission and what least? Thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have always liked what I have learned and am learning from Gerardo.  And also his patience, his way of analyzing me and taking me along, without pressure and without rushing.  However, lately I feel that something has changed in him.  He seems to be in a hurry to explore things with me and sometimes I feel that he goes too fast, although maybe I am the one going too slow.  I have also liked that his way of dominating me has been mainly psychological, I would even say sensual.  But here, too, there are things that have changed, such as the fact that he has taken a liking to spanking.  Pain is not my thing; I am not that kind of submissive.  I don't disown pain, nor do I deny Gerardo that he disciplines me from time to time in that way.  I don't get pleasure from the pain itself, but I would be lying if I said it doesn't turn me on at all.  But everything in its proper measure and at the proper speed. do miss, at times, a more physical domination, but not in the sense of physical punishments, but in the way he subdues me when he fucks me.  (Maybe I'm missing some Luis Alberto). 

	What I like the least about Daniel's submission is precisely what I like the most.  I like that he is submissive and does what I tell him to do, but other times I wish he would be dominant and that he would be the one to fulfill my need.  We tried (or rather, he tried) in the past, but it didn't work out.  My husband is intelligent and adaptable, but the dominant role is not convincing in him, at least for me.  But I think it's more my fault, that with him I don't feel comfortable being submissive, while with other men I am transformed.  But above all, what I don't like about my husband's submissiveness is that he is not very forthcoming about it.  It is difficult to know what he really wants and what fantasies he hides.  And that makes me continually wonder if I'm overdoing it or coming up short.  It's not easy to have an open dialogue with him about these topics.  Maybe it's because he's embarrassed or maybe it's because he thinks that, if he tells me explicitly, it would no longer have the magic of when I eventuallyforced himto do something

	  

	***

	  

	I didn't like to drive at night.  Obviously, I did it to go to work in the mornings and come back in the evenings; it was hopeless with the short days of winter.  But it was a route I knew well.  Driving through Madrid in the dark, that was another matter for me.  Fortunately, my husband had not objected to driving me to my date with my eventual new lover.  On the contrary, he had been glad to have the opportunity.  I had shown him a picture of the handsome Mario and Daniel's eyes had sparkled.  I had the feeling that the situation -Gerardo aside- reminded him of Silvestre.  

	-Are you telling Mario that you'll be late? my husband asked when he saw me typing on my cell phone. 

	Of course not," I replied emphatically. 

	-So? asked Daniel, confused. 

	I'm notifying Gerardo that I'm meeting Mario. 

	-Are you asking permission?  -said Daniel, disgruntled. I thought you had already negotiated that. 

	-Yes, we negotiated," I confirmed. shrugged my shoulders. 

	-So? insisted my husband. 

	He wants me to ask permission before I do anything with another man," I explained calmly

	-I don't understand!  -my husband exclaimed indignantly.  If you already got his permission, what's the point now. . . ? Daniel mumbled, upset. 

	I shrugged again. 

	-It's just a game," I tried to reassure him, "He just wants me to ask. 't refuse me. 

	-What if I did? my husband continued to insist, taciturnly. 

	I said nothing. just shrugged again. 

	  

	***

	  

	elsexoplacentero:  

	I see you've already had your new breasts.  It's clear that Daniel and Gerardo enjoy them, but I'm sure you're the one who enjoys them the most. You have increased your power of seduction several notches, and what woman doesn't like to feel more seductive? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I had my qualms about getting something artificial.  The truth is, I'm the first to criticize celebrities and presenters when they go under the knife or get Botox. But I have to say you're right, I feel great now! 

	  

	***

	  

	Punctual as a Swiss watch, Mario was waiting for me. I, like a good lady, had been delayed just enough to make him a little nervous so that he would keep an eye on me. 

	-You look beautiful," my suitor complimented me.  Mario continued to gawk at me as I sat on the bar stool.  The dining room wouldn't open for another twenty minutes, plenty of time to have a drink at the bar.  Mario had done his part and had put on a suit and tie, just as I had asked him to.  It was casual and looked really good on him.  He looked much better in it than in the casual clothes he usually wore to work.  Mario gulped down the beer he had ordered to stall for time while he waited for me.  Would you like a drink?  -he offered.  

	I nodded.  Mario gestured to the waiter and ordered a gin and tonic. With the waiter still waiting for us to complete the order, he asked me what I wanted to drink. 

	A whiskey on the rocks," I let him know

	Mario's eyebrows arched in surprise. 

	-Wow! he exclaimed, while waving his hand in the air, looking for the waiter's complicity, even though he didn't know him at all. 

	-How easily you scare yourself!  -I remarked dryly.  Maybe I was wrong about you. I threatened to get up from the stool. 

	-No, no. Yes, I love it," said Mario quickly. 

	Even though it was obvious that I had managed to throw him off balance, Mario put his hand on my knee, on the outside of my leg, as a sign of wanting to hold me back.  I wasn't surprised; I knew he had that kind of quasi-instinctive - or predatory - reaction to women.  I settled back on the stool and put my hand over his.  Mario probably guessed that I intended to push her away, but I didn't.  Instead, I kept her on top of me.  Instead, I held her over my knee, my hand on top of his, and looked up at him, smiling.  It was clear that Mario liked to play with women and that he was an experienced player. And I want to play with you, but with my own rules, not yours.  That machismo he carried inside him-sympathetic and even seductive, but machismo nonetheless-provoked and turned me on.  But it does it in a different way than you might imagine.  

	I wiped my smile and put on a serious face, at the same time removing my hand from his.  Mario must have remembered the hierarchy for a moment and his Don Juan smile faltered for a brief moment.  Or maybe I was just imagining it.  It mattered little, for the next step was already marked in this game of cat and mouse in which we were both playing at being the cat, but in which someone had to end up being the mouse, in order to play. {Let him be the cat.  We'll be the tigress}. At my sudden serious look, Mario took his hand off my knee. 

	-Are you retiring so soon? asked coldly. 

	Eh. . . " Mario was surprised. 

	This time he had really been caught off guard and without a rehearsed response. But he knew he would soon recover; he had to keep attacking. 

	-Leave it where it was. Unless you want to retire, of course. 

	Mario's hand returned to its place on my knee. At once, his Don Juan face returned. 

	-Good boy," I complimented him.  How do you imagine this, with the boss, Mario? asked him, getting straight to the point. 

	-Well, hm, I don't know," Mario hesitated.  It's our private time. don't see why. . .  Hey, you're kidding me, right? 

	I did not answer him.  I just kept looking at him and applied what Gerardo had taught me about active listening and uncomfortable silences. The first one to break it, loses.  Gerardo was right: silences, even if they were only for a few seconds, were tremendously uncomfortable.  Gerardo had taught me by applying to me the technique to coax things out of me that otherwise I would not have said. I bit my tongue so as not to be the one to break the silence. 

	-Just you and me.  A man and a woman," Mario explained how he imagined our relationship would be. haven't thought of anything else," he admitted, shrugging his shoulders. 

	I continued to bite my tongue, forcing myself to remain silent. 

	-And well, that's all," stammered Mario, puzzled because I wasn't telling him anything.  Of course, no one would have to know.  It would be our secret," she assured him. Mario made a gesture with his hand, imitating in front of his lips the locking of a key. 

	-First, I want to see my hand on my knee again. Mario had withdrawn it to make the gesture and, unusually for him, he had not put it back on my knee, which, under normal circumstances, I was sure he would have done, considering that I had invited him to do so.  I don't remember telling you that you could lift it from there. 

	Mario, although astonished, didn't think twice and took the opportunity to put it on the inside. I smiled, not to encourage him, but because he was doing what I was ordering him to do. 

	And second: Do you know what human resources says about co-worker relationships? 

	-Margarita?  -No. " He shrugged his shoulders.  -We don't really have human resources! he added triumphantly. 

	Margarita had been - and still was - the human resources manager, although she was not dedicated exclusively to that task.  Moreover, with the organizational change, Margarita had been assigned additional tasks, to the detriment of her human resources functions.  

	-Exactly!  -I exclaimed.  That's why I told you that if I'm not satisfied, I can fire you at any time. I let two seconds pass before smiling warmly from ear to ear. 

	Mario looked at me in disbelief. Then, after seeing my smile, he burst out laughing. 

	You almost got me," he admitted, pointing the index finger of his free hand at me, not daring to lift the other one from my knee.  Very good! 

	-So," I interrupted, "if you don't agree to the conditions, you'd better take your hand off my knee right now and leave. I introduced a hint of gentleness into my otherwise dry tone and continued to smile warmly, as if I had not threatened him with dismissal if he did not perform well. 

	Mario stood still for several seconds.  He certainly didn't have it all together. 't sure if he was joking or if he was serious. Good!  That's what he wanted, to make him uncomfortable and get him out of his mind, to get him out of his usual flirting mode, in which he was like a fish in water.  He was used to seduce damsels with his splendid smile and that face that was to be kissed.  God, he's hot.  I'd give him a blowjob right here.   

	Keep it a secret, I said? Do you take me for an inexperienced twenty-something?  Men talk a lot.  I had no doubt that half the company would find out if I managed to win me over.  "I banged the boss!  She's a bomb! " I'd start bragging to a trusted colleague, only to add: "You can't imagine what she did to me! " No, that's not how we'd play this game.  It would be my rules, and I doubted he would want to strut his exploits with me to a fellow player.  You'd feel too embarrassed to do that, if we played by my rules.  But for that I had to get them enforced first.  We were on the right track, but he still had nothing won.  It was still - in his mind - one more conquest on his long resume of successes.  I've never done anything like that.  I've never bent a man, with the exception of Daniel, and my husband was predisposed.  It was a risk I was taking, but, in reality, I had little to lose.  I had the boss's approval, after all.  [What do you think they'll end up saying about you in the office?  {Nothing worse than what I'm sure they're already saying}.  What they might gossip about Mario and me really mattered little to me.  What I did care about was ending up being a conquest of his.  That's not my goal.  

	Mario was paralyzed for several seconds.  When he managed to come out of his paralysis, he got off the stool and took half a step in my direction.  With his hand still on my knee, he leaned down to kiss me.  Her seductive mouth moved closer to mine.  My feminine instincts screamed for me to lean toward him to kiss him. [Do it! ] {Better get down on your knees and give him a blow job.  Have you seen how good he is?  Some fresh, prime meat would do you good}.  But I stifled them. At the last moment, when his lips were just inches from mine, he put my index finger between his mouth and mine. 

	Let's play a game," I proposed. 

	Mario gave me a puzzled look and turned away. 

	O-okay," he verbalized his agreement, piqued by curiosity and desire.  What kind of d? 

	If you guess the color of my panties," I interrupted him, "I'll let you do whatever you want with me tonight

	-All right," exclaimed Mario enthusiastically.  -exclaimed Mario enthusiastically.  He loved that game; he was an expert at it. Anything you want, eh? 

	-Not so fast!  -I warned him, smiling mischievously.  But. . .  if you can't guess, you'll do whatever I tell you to do.  Deal?  -I challenged him. Come on, Mario, don't tell me you shrink from a woman's challenge.  

	Mario narrowed his eyes. He was a predator who knew he was in a trap. 

	-I'll try!  -he said carefully.  The smell of the delicious prey had ended up being stronger than the premonition of the trap.  The temptation to feast on the helpless little mouse had won out over his cat-like instincts to flee in the face of imminent danger. Perhaps he was counting on the fact that he had lives to spare. 

	-Good.  So, guess.  I'll give you three guesses, so you don't complain.  But if you fail, you'd better do your part or. . .  face the consequences," I warned him ominously. {Not so ominous.  If you fail, you fire him; it's clear}.  {Obviously, you can't fire him for that.  Or can I?   

	-And how do I know you're not lying to me, if I can guess the color?  -he asked suspiciously.  

	Even I could hear the alarms of his survival instinct sounding, but it was too late: he had walked into the trap. You're mine!  Only a miracle will get him out of it.  {And if he gets out and gets it right, you'll end up doing whatever he wants.  That doesn't seem so bad to me}.  {What's the deal, my little sister?  Do you want me to give him a cunnilingus or do you want me to give him a blowjob? } I grabbed him by his tie and pulled him back to me. 

	-You can see for yourself," I purred.  Right here, if you want. Then I leaned over and bit his lower lip. 

	Mario pulled back and put his hand to his mouth, trying to soothe his sore lip, more surprised than sore. 

	-What did we say about the hand? said. 

	Mario took his hand out of his mouth and put it back on my knee.  This time, however, and trying to assert himself, he allowed himself the mischief of slipping his fingers under my dress.  I did not object. Hot, hot, the trap is about to spring.  

	-First try," I urged him to begin. licked my upper lip. 

	Three.  The trap.  

	Mario looked me up and down thoughtfully. Then, as if he had x-ray vision, his face lit up. 

	Black," he said with aplomb. 

	Black dress, black panties.  The predictable, Mario.  

	-I'm afraid not. shook my head.  You have two more tries. 

	Two.  The trap.  

	Mario looked into my eyes, as if he could look inside me and read in my mind the color of my panties.  

	X-rays have failed you and now you are trying telepathy.  Good luck.  {That's right, good luck! } [But where do we stand? ] {Either way works for me, as long as it's not vanilla sex}.  

	Red," he said after a long thought. 

	Ah, the red of seduction and passion, or is it the red of danger, Mario?  

	-Is that how you picture me?  I bet you'd like to find out, wouldn't you?  Red as fire. . .  Would you like to see them?  -I asked sensually.  I pulled the dress up.  The leather slipped under her hand, revealing a little more of my leg.  Her hand remained on my knee, separated from my skin only by the very thin stocking.  But I'm sorry, they're not red either. Last try. 

	One.  The trap.  

	Mario licked his injured lip. 

	-You're not wearing panties!  -she then exclaimed triumphantly, hardly thinking about her answer this time.  

	He had raised the volume of his voice more than he should have and the waiter looked at us intrigued, but I didn't mind. I'll have to be careful, though, if he turns out to be this mouthy about everything.  {Easy.  There will be things he'll be careful not to rant about}.  

	-Yes," I confirmed, "Is that how you imagine me going in the office, with no panties on?  I bet you'd like that. But I'm afraid you didn't get it right either. 

	Mario looked at me puzzled. Then, his expression changed and he looked at me as if I had cheated him, cheating. 

	Zero.  Wham, the trap!  You're mine!  

	 -You've lost.  -I shook my head, leaving him no option to debate it.  But don't worry, you'll be able to verify it later," I assured him.  I stand by what I say.  I always do.  And now, come closer! going to tell you what I want you to do. 

	Mario leaned toward me.  With my lips just millimeters from his ear, I whispered the instructions I had prepared for him for losing.  

	-And now," I continued whispering my instructions, "I hope you are not too hungry, because I have something else on my mind than to go into the dining room.  -I broke away from him and looked around for the waiter. He was not far away.  Check, please! 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Slavery: What if you are really a slave to Daniel, to his dalliances, to his desire for more and more?  He is the one who directs your steps in the shadows.  In pursuit of a supposed complicity and a supposed love you have become a whore of money, of morbidity and depravity.  You are in an overloaded truck, without brakes and downhill.  You don't even know where you're going and it's too late to stop. If your daughter knew about this, what would you do - would you feel shame or be able to explain it to her? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"A little crazy I am, but only a little. "(Below the text, I put the image of Harley Quinn, smiling in her own way, sledgehammer in hand). 

	"Do you still want to meet me or have you become independent from me? " (I used to talk to this user through the blog chat and he had proposed to meet me.  His wife was a hotwife too, but he wanted to meet me at all costs -and Daniel too, to be fair-.  He also talked to her on the chat, though less frequently).  "Be careful you don't end up getting run over by the truck.  But if I had to choose a vehicle, I'd prefer the motorcycle.  Will you get on? " (I put a picture of a woman on a Harley-Davidson below the text.  I loved motorcycles, but they scared me at the same time. They did since, riding with my father on a Suzuki Custom, we fell off). 

	"If my daughter found out, I would explain it to her.  She's old enough to understand things.  I'm old enough to ignore what others think or don't think. (Which was a lie.  If my daughter found out, she would shit the duck down). 

	  

	***

	  

	The waiter was unusually attentive and brought the bill immediately.  In more than a few places the waiter, as soon as he had a bit of a mess, ducked his head and turned a deaf ear.  Often waiters tended to ignore customers who wanted to pay to leave and prioritize those who asked for more drinks. But, on this occasion, despite having quite a mess at the bar, he listened to us the first. 

	Mario tried to play the gentleman and pay himself, but I wouldn't let him. I am the boss.  It's up to me to pay.  Before he could react, I had already put the money in the little tray.  Then I got up and excused myself to go to the bathroom.  Evidently, Mario had been right on his third try: I wasn't wearing any panties.  But why would he play fair?  I had learned from Gerardo that little cheating was allowed.  There was nothing immoral about it, if they were done with good will and if they were for the greater good.  Even if it's a good you can't yet understand, Mario.  Mario would be more than compensated.  In the bathroom, I took a pink panty out of my bag and put it on.  I could have slipped two other panties in and thus nullified any chance of getting it right, but that had seemed unethical.  You can't complain that you didn't have a chance to get it right, Mario.  I had no doubt that Gerardo, in my place, would have left everything tied up.  Even Daniel would have done it.  {Yes, he's proven that in the past}.  But I wasn't like that; I liked the risk.  Anyway, with that little trap Mario's chances had really been slim.  And Daniel could calculate them upside down with ease.  Having other panties in the bag carried the risk of Mario opening it to check, if he suspected anything.  "If you cheat, don't get caught," Gerardo had instilled in me.  That was one of his maxims.  But life without risks is boring.  The rattling of the bathroom handle brought me out of my thoughts. Next, I heard the cloc-cloc of someone knocking on the door. 

	-It's me. I figured why wait to check. 

	Had he finally suspected something, or was he just being fiery?  I finished putting on my panties, pulled down my dress and opened the door for him.  Mario closed the door behind him.  The bathroom was small and we could barely fit the two of us. Mario tried to kiss me, but I wouldn't let him. 

	-Later.  If you're a good boy," I warned him. For now, I'm just going to let you do your checks. 

	Mario put his hands on my hips and pushed his pelvis against mine.  I had a hard-on,it's big!  

	won't be able to figure out the color this way," I warned him, excited

	I managed to get a hand between our bodies and did my checks on him.  The color of his underpants didn't interest me at all.  I was interested inIt's really big!  Mario did not disappoint; she looked big and beautiful, just as I had imagined her.  As Mario pulled the dress up, I unbuttoned her pants.  Gravity worked in my favor and I managed to get them down before he had finished pulling my dress up.  I was wearing a pair of black silk briefs.  Do you dress like that at the office or do you only wear them for special occasions, eh pillín?  Finally, Mario managed to pull my dress up to my waist. Underneath, my pink lace panties appeared. 

	Rose," he remarked with an annoyed face, while his loincloths followed the path of his pants, aided by holy gravity

	Instinctively, my hand clutched at his cock -how good it felt in my hand!  It was quite thick and it wasn't small.  It was bigger than my husband's and certainly bigger than Gerardo's and Manolo's.  [It's just that with age they shrink].  I didn't mind that with Gerardo; it was more psychological than carnal.  Besides, after all, our most sensitive area of pleasure is not exactly in the depths of the vagina.  Having his cock in my hand reminded me of Silvestre.  And also Luis Alberto.  There were things I missed about them.  Yes, you pig bastard.  There are things I miss about you.  How long had I gone without a good cock in my hands?  Or in my mouth.  Or in my pussy.  {Or in your ass.  Or were you forgetting this? } It's been so long. . .  I'd been with Gerardo for over a year now.  My boss gave me a lot of things, but how could I have given that up for so long?  My mouth was watering.  My pussy too.  

	-You're wet," Mario observed. He had pulled my panties aside and was feeling my naked sex. 

	-Wouldn't you rather take them from me? They are yours

	I was turning out to be a boss under the circumstances. Neither boss nor boss, one way or the other.  I palpated his balls with one hand.  They were surprisingly small, but it didn't matter.  Mario tugged at my panties and they fell to the floor. Fortunately the bathroom was quite clean. 

	Do you like what you see? 

	-Oh, yes," Mario replied, staring at the flaming pubic hair.  I didn't think you were a real redhead. always thought that

	I bet you'd like to stick this in there," I interrupted him, gripping his cock tightly and aiming it at the entrance to my sex

	I bet you'd love it," he replied with hiswomanly confidence. 

	-We'll see, we'll see. You have to deserve it first," I warned him. 

	I pulled my feet out of my panties and without letting go of his cock, I bent down to grab them.  Taking advantage of the fact that he was squatting, I took a close look at his cock. Oh yes, there was definitely a good chance I was having fun.  I gave his frenulum a quick lick.  Mario stifled a moan, either out of sheer physical pleasure or morbidity.  Don't you think you're going to brag about having conquered the boss.  You won't dare brag about anything.  But, for the moment, keep on believing it. Then I began to untie her shoes. 

	-What are you doing? exclaimed Mario in surprise. 

	I thought that, while we're at it, you'd better start holding up your end of the bargain now. 

	-Here?  Now? asked Mario, scandalized. 

	-Any objections? asked him coldly, as I gave his cock a little wiggle. 

	-You're crazy! exclaimed Mario in a choked voice. 

	After removing his shoes, I helped him out of his pants and his briefs at the same time.  His erect cock was bobbing just inches from my head.  Finally, I helped him slip his feet into his panties and pulled them up.  In anticipation, I had brought some old ones of mine that were a little big on me.  Actually, they weren't mine.  At this point you could tell they were my husband's.  I stroked his member with one hand outside the panties.  His cock, unlike my husband's, was threatening to burst them. With my other hand, I inadvertently pulled out my cell phone and snapped a quick picture. 

	-What are you doing? Mario exclaimed in horror at the sound. 

	-Who of the two is crazier? asked him. Who is crazier, the one who jumps into the well or the one who follows the one who jumps in? see you tomorrow at the office.  Don't forget to wear them.  On, of course," I reminded him. may decide to do a check. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi gema.  Your account of your encounter with Mario is hot, as always.  You are unbelievable.  I'm curious: Didn't Mario ask you about Daniel?  Didn't you ask him about your husband? mean: Could you go on a date with him?  Didn't you talk about your husband? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, he didn't ask.  And I think he doesn't think he's interested in asking.  Why would he put a possible complication on the table, when apparently he had a free hand to get whatever he wanted from me?  Mario is not interested in a sentimental relationship, only in sex.  Or maybe even more than sex, what he wants is to write down a new conquest in his book of Iberian macho.  I guess I'm not the first married womanget him to be unfaithful to her husband (in my case, the adjective should be double-quoted).  But that doesn't make him a horndog, just a flirt.  He's very nice and funny, actually.  And also very attractive. And he knows it. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXI - Disasters seldom come ALONE

	  

	"Things no one tells you: 

	Having sex does not make you a whore.  

	Not having it does not make you a saint.  

	You don't have to have children if you don't want to.  

	You are the only one with the right over your body 

	You are no one to judge others.  

	Femininity" is not anti-feminist.  

	Verbal harassment is not flattery.  

	If something makes you uncomfortable, don't put up with it.  

	You do not deserve mistreatment.  

	You don't owe anything to anyone. "  

	- Gonzalo Enriquez" 

	  

	  

	Reflections on my blog

	  

	"Self-confidence. Featuring a photo of a beautiful woman embracing a successful older businessman. 

	  

	"Self-confidence".  With moving image of a man performing cunnilingus on a woman in garter stockings.  "It takes self-confidence to suck your woman's sex after she's been with another man. " 

	  

	"Trust". With the moving image of a naked woman, tied to a bed, being blindfolded by a man. 

	  

	"Gerardo likes to watch me while I masturbate for him". With images of a woman jerking off, sitting on an armchair, legs spread, sheathed in stockings, in front of a man sitting on another armchair. 

	  

	"And my husband likes to watch how I give pleasure to another man and how I receive it from him. " With images of a woman, in stockings and a suit jacket, having sex on the couch with another man, under the watchful eye of her husband.  She watches her husband as he moans and sucks his lover's cock.  "We each have our philias.  The best is when I can combine the two.  I guess that's my particular philia. " 

	  

	"Self-confidence or confidence ? " With the moving image of a man with his nose inside his wife's pussy.  She is dressed, wearing a miniskirt and has just returned from partying.  "A good husband doesn't ask his wife where she's been. A good husband knows how to savor where and with whom he's been. 

	  

	"Confidence or self-confidence".  With the image of a naked woman, with her hands cuffed and a chain with painful nipple clamps.  "Gerardo bought me this ornament and made me wear it for the first time in front of . . . . ".  Someday I will tell the story.  I have confidence in myself. That's why I dared to endure it, as if it were a test of courage

	  

	***

	  

	-Honey, Gerardo may have to speed up the search for a client for me," I surprised my wife.  I had just arrived home from a late-night meeting with my boss.  For once, I had returned home before my wife. I tried to smile, but the smile wouldn't come. 

	-What?  Can you repeat that, please? asked my wife incredulously. 

	-I've been fired.  -I had tried to tell him gently, starting with a joke, but in the end I had dropped the bombshell all at once. Just like they dropped it on me.  Although I could smell it, when they tell you something like that, it's always a bombshell.  

	-What do you mean?  -Gemma didn't finish the sentence. looked at me first with horror, then with sadness. 

	I nodded vigorously, to make him see I wasn't kidding.  My jokes were often weird.  I admit it.  That's what my wife said, at least.  I admit she did.  The thing about Gerardo and a client had obviously been a joke to me.  Gema sometimes provoked me with it.  She would tell me that I had learned to suck it and take it in the ass quite well and that I only needed to shave my legs so that the stockings would fit me.  She insisted that I could earn a good bonus, just like her.  She assured me that Gerardo would find me a client, but she didn't assure me that I would like him,or that I would like him at all!  And she told me that since it would be a male client, she could remove my chastity device.  Obviously, he didn't mean it.  He was obviously doing it to provoke me.  By all accounts, he was talking like that to humiliate and subjugate me.  I mean he was doing it for that reason.  Not that he was going to do it.  Because, he wouldn't, would he?  It was all talk, mind games.  No, my wife wasn't going to do anything like that to me.  Neither would I.  {If I ordered you to, wouldn't you do it? } I shook my head, disgusted. 

	-But it wasn't clear that you were going to be on the list and they had said it would take months to define it! My wife was surprised.  How could this happen? 

	-Well, you see.  -What was I going to tell him?  Needless to say, it wasn't up to me. Well, it looks like they've accelerated it," I commented, dejected. 

	I am a failure.  And now we would depend more than ever on your Gerardo.  {Maybe the idea of taking care of a client is not such a bad one.  So you can do something useful and contribute to the household economy}.  

	-I'm sorry, love.  I'm really sorry.  It's unfair, but you know what, it's their loss!  -said my wife to cheer me up.  She took me in her arms and pressed me against her.  Don't worry; we'll get through this. You've done it before, now it's my turn to pull the cart," she said. 

	Sentenced or judged.  He judged me.  And he sentenced me.  It was clear that as a family provider I had failed.  Even my wife was already telling me clearly.  {Hey, she didn't say that! } And as a husband, I had failed as well.  What husband wanted his wife to do those things?  What husband was in a cage and had less sex with his wife than her boss?  I looked in a mental mirror.  Failed.  Pathetic!  {Listen, Gemma loves you for everything you give her.  Don't say those things about yourself! } If only he'd shut up that last sentence.  

	-Relax, you rest now, love. I'll take care of it," my wife tried to reassure me. 

	Of course, because you don't need me anymore!  Say it if that's what you think!  Anyway, Gerardo solves everything, at least for you.  

	Forgive me," I apologized to her. 

	-But why? she asked, not understanding. 

	I shook my head and shrugged, unable to say anything, at that moment. Isn't it obvious?  At least you have Gerardo.  He'll take care of you.  I'll support you with him, if that's what you want.  I won't be a hindrance.  

	-But are you stupid?  -my wife asked, raising her tone at my apathy.  We knew it would happen.  It's not your fault. It's the company's decision.  How many have they fired too?  A hundred?  More? 

	I kept shaking my head, on the verge of tears.  Crying was not easy for me.  Tears didn't usually flow from my eyes.  But my throat was already starting to ache from the tension.  Instinctively, I suppressed the tears and that made my throat hurt.  Crying would be easier, liberating.  But I didn't know how to do it. I can't.  I'm already too weak like this.  

	-Look, Daniel!  Take it as a vacation.  They're going to give you a good amount of money for the dismissal.  And you'll get two years of unemployment. Not bad, huh? 

	Unemployment at what salary?  A ruin!  

	-We can't live with unemployment! I exclaimed. 

	Couldn't you see it?  There was very little unemployment.  There was the mortgage on the house, which had to be paid inexorably.  We had built a house to our liking, but it hadn't been cheap.  Increasing energy efficiency to more than outstanding levels was always expensive.  Certainly, there was a return on investment in heating savings.  It paid off in the long run.  But now, it was the short term that concerned me.  Then there was the real estate tax, therevolutionary and confiscatory tax It was one of the most unfair taxes there was, because it was not based on income.  Don't you see, Gema, how do we pay that now?  And then there was our daughter.  She was studying piano and that wasn't cheap.  Vicky wanted to go abroad, because she said that higher education in Spain was bad.  Or if not abroad, to another autonomous community, because supposedly the higher conservatories in Madrid, the public ones, had very bad teachers.  What did I know?  And now we will truncate our daughter's dreams.  Because of me.  

	-In total, we still earn about the same as we did a few years ago.  With unemployment, you'll earn what I used to.  And my current salary is like the one you had until now.  Don't worry, really. We'll be fine. 

	But we will depend on Gerardo.  You will have to obey him in everything, Gema.  Now he will have more power over you.  {And over you.  He can send you to attend to clients} {I'm not in the mood for jokes?  Can't you see that?  {You started it.  And I was just trying to defuse the situation with a little humor}.  

	Gema looked at me seriously. There was even anger in her eyes. 

	When it was the other way around, when I earned less, you didn't have a problem with that, Daniel.  Now it turns out you're a macho man?  Or is it because of Gerardo? 

	It's because of me!  It's because I have failed you!  Financially, you've replaced me with Gerardo.  Sexually, you've replaced me with the first one you catch, Manolo's old man, a teddy bear, even a girl!  And now, in sex - in submissive sex - you pretend to replace me with Mario.  You've even given him my panties.  What's left for me, Gema?  What's left for me?  What do you still need me for?  

	You don't understand me!  Let me go! 

	  

	***

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Hello Gema.  Lots of encouragement in this stage of so much intensity and so many changes.  Wishing that everything evolves for the best.  I also imagine that it will not be easy to deal with so much testosterone.  At times like this, do you take refuge more in Gerardo or would you like to spend more time with your husband?  Does your husband's situation affect you sexually?  That is, do you feel more or less like continuing with your games?  Thank you very much for sharing with us a little piece of your life, in spite of your stress. A huge kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Half and half: I take refuge in Gerardo's sexual games and in my husband's heart.  The situation affects Daniel most of all, including his sexual desire.  That's why I have to keep a difficult balance.  If I reduce the games, I also reduce his sexual appetite.  But if I go overboard with the games, it can affect him psychologically, now that he is more sensitive.  As far as I'm concerned, I need that part where I can take refuge in Gerardo and abstract myself from everyday problems. And, equally, Daniel needs it, even if it costs him

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"What do you need your cuckold to work for?  Take advantage of the situation, submit him for good.  You have the perfect opportunity to make his fantasies come true.  From what I've read, you can perfectly manage the family economy on your own.  It's time to humiliate him as he deserves and as he desires: Don't do a household chore again, devote yourself to yourself.  If I'm not mistaken, it was your choice. So go ahead, to the end.  CORNUDO ES Y CORNUDO SERÁ!  Or is it not so? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Wouldn't it be better if my cuckold kept me?  Maybe I should find him a gay Gerard and have him take my place. On second thought, maybe not; he'd get all the fun

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Okay, your husband is wonderful, blah, blah, blah.  Well, I see you, rather, scattered, you stumble around a lot; now here, now there, an old man, his friend, an aunt, my subordinate. . .  from one flower to the next.  But your CORNUDO follows two flowers without fulfilling his philias.  Right now you have him on the sidelines.  Consider his current insecurity, and I know what I'm talking about.  I have seen cuckolds on the verge of. . . . Anyway, focus, otherwise you may cause serious psychological problems or worse for your husband

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And what would be according to you the philias of MY cuckold? 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Very easy: All those men, without exception, want to fulfill their bisexual side and what better way than to entrust their wives to fulfill their philia, which can be extended to multiple versions, from just watching another man having sex with his wife or participating -eating, tasting the semen of his gore- to feeling a fake -or real- cock inside his ass, eager and, of course, willing to swallow the attribute of his gores. What do you say to that, Gema, don't tell me you're surprised now? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I already explained in another post what I mean by bisexual.  My definition is different from yours. What you indicate I would rather call heteroflexible, although we are not going to fight over nomenclature.  And what do you think about the need to be humiliated?  And how does that need for humiliation fit with the bisexual or heteroflexible side? 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"There we enter a world I don't know.  My experience has been with couples where the cuckold is not humiliated.  I don't like to humiliate people or make them feel humiliated. I just offer them to be able to enjoy their sexuality to the fullest and, of course, enjoy my sexuality.  Does your husband like to humiliate himself?  Does your husband look for a hotwife or a domina? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Can you look for both?  I don't see them as incompatible, quite the opposite.  Being able to enjoy sexuality to the MAXIMUM, can also include submission/humiliation and domination practices. don't see that as going against enjoying sexuality, as long as it's part ofplay mode. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How does this need for humiliation fit in with the bisexual or heteroflexible side?  It is quite simple: in the inferiority complex (it can be conscious or unconscious) towards the dominant person, together with the eagerness or desire to please him.  The submissive subject does not do it for him; on the contrary, he does it and accepts it for you.  Why do you accept Gerardo's spanking?  Or his continuous pinching of your nipples? To please him, not because you like it or it drives you crazy

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's a good explanation, but I think it's a little more complex than that.  Yes, the submissive partly does it to please the other person.  But in good part, he also does it because, deep down, in one way or another, it pleases him, he just doesn't dare admit it. someone else toforce himdare to experience it.  But wanting to be forced to do itis not the same as wanting to do it per se.  At least that's how I see it.  It's not that he's holding back from being bisexual and needs that excuse.  It's not that, if he could overcome the need for that excuse of being forced, he would go running to be bisexual.  It is a form of enjoyment within a given context.  Outside of that context, the meaning would be different and so would the desire.  I am speaking generally, not specifically about my husband.  With respect to my husband, in fact, I don't know yet to what extent he would want to be forced or to what extent, as you indicated, he would do it to please me.  In any case, it doesn't matter either way.  After all, it's all about my fantasies.  And if not, who wouldn't have wanted to be in a female-led marriage (while we weren't that way in the beginning, he took the first steps to transform me). Now he has to deal with whatever I decide

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Let's see, as I told you, I don't know this subject, but talking to former cuckolds and now friends, they affirm to me that there can be this "submission and humiliation orientation".  However, what they crave is total submission to their women and that part of their submission is antlers.  Do you think you are dominant? I see you as more submissive to your husband's desires - have you reflected on that? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Maybe that's exactly my problem

	  

	***

	  

	-I told you that, when your tits had just settled, we'd do a photo shoot. think you should be done by now, don't you? 

	-I think so, boss," I answered Gerardo.  The inflation had gone down, everything seemed to be in its final place and I was no longer in any pain.  The swelling had gone down, fortunately, but I still wasn't completely used to them.  I had had to buy new bras, except for the half-cup or open-cup bras that still fit, logically.  I had some nice outfits and was annoyed that I had to get rid of them.  I didn't know what to do with my old bras, whether to keep them as souvenirs, throw them away, donate them or give them to someone.  They didn't fit my daughter, unfortunately, as she had smaller breasts than I did.  Vicky had turned out to be a bit of asardine.  However, what I found most difficult to get used to was the constant reminder that my boobs were Gerard's.  I was excited at the thought of it, but it also turned me on.  It excited me to think about it, but it also scared me.  Daniel was right.  I should have let him pay for at least half.  Or let him choose the size and shape.  I belonged to this man, to Gerardo, and more and more.  

	-Good.  So, this weekend we're going on a field trip.  Don't worry, I'll organize everything.  I'll pick out from your closet what I want you to wear. And I might throw in a few more surprises. 

	-This weekend? Daniel can come too, can't he? 

	The problem was twofold.  On the one hand, after the last strange explanations Daniel had had to give to our daughter for coming home without me, we could not afford any more far-fetched stories.  That I had gone away on a weekend trip to a congress had little to go on.  The only plausible explanation was that Daniel and I were going on an excursion together to some place near Madrid.  That was strange in itself, because neither Daniel nor I had ever been one to travel for pleasure.  We had always been very much homebodies and Vicky knew it. But people change, little one.  {And so much!  If she knew. . . } If I went alone with Gerardo, Daniel would have to go somewhere to make time, so that our daughter would think we had gone together and avoid being missed.  And, on the other hand, there was the issue of my husband's dismissal.  Daniel was devastated and apathetic.  It was the first time he had been unemployed and he was making a drama out of it, when, fortunately, we were not dependent on his salary.  I've been unemployed, Daniel, and I didn't take it that badly.  [No, of course not!  You just threw yourself into the arms of a dirty old man to prostitute yourself for him! ] My husband was inappetent and irascible. Maybe it was time to stop, but I sensed that what he needed, above all, was to be distracted. 

	-Daniel?  -asked Gerardo rhetorically. Well, in principle, no. 

	-Gerardo. . .  you. . .  promised me. . .  you would be more involved with him," I reminded him gently.  A deal is a deal. I kept my word with Manolo, didn't I? 

	-That's true," my boss admitted.  The cigars are excellent.  I had been after them for a long time, but the bastard refused to share them with me.  He was always rubbing my nose in my face, literally, about his famous trip to Cuba.  

	I felt as if I had been slapped in the face.  I could well imagine Manolo rubbing one of those cigars under my boss's nose, making him sniff it, only to deny him the pleasure of smoking it.  Manolo and Gerardo had this friendly pique between them. With friends like that, why do you want enemies?  But Gerardo had done something much worse.  You have rented me your friend for a handful of cigars!  [Yes, he prostituted his friend to you for cigars].  {These are not just cigars and not just any tobacco.  They are exclusive premium Havana cigars}.  

	-And I'm willing to get involved with Daniel," my boss assured me.  But here at home. don't think our agreement includes field trips. 

	Again, I felt as if I had been slapped in the face. After all, you deny me this?  

	-I think it does include the excursions," I insisted.  The original deal was that Daniel could witness our meetings at home," I confirmed in a conciliatory tone.  But you haven't even allowed him in the bedroom," I reminded him, trying not to sound too accusatory.  After all, I understood a smooth transition.  Besides, I was also grateful to have moments of intimacy with my boss.  But, logically, I wasn't going to admit that to him, at least not here and now. [And what good does this do you?  Gerardo has a good memory and you have already admitted it to him at the time.  Or is it that your memory is failing you?  But as for the bet on Manolo, we talked about you getting involved, just like that, without limiting it to your house -I warned him emphatically.  Daniel was stressed with the situation he was living and for me it was not being easy either.  I felt I didn't have the patience for my boss's little negotiation games.  Besides, I'm right.  

	-That's right.  You said it, Gema.  "No more. " We didn't specify anything about the excursions. And I don't deny that you come on some, but this one, why this one?  What do I get in return, apart from a voyeur who gives me a job? 

	Daniel is not a peeping Tom!  He is my husband.  And if I'm with you, it's thanks to him and his philia.  What moves him has little to do with being a voyeur.  Otherwise, why would I have endured almost a year without being able to be present?  I took a deep breath to calm down. 

	-He won't give you a job, boss," I tried to tell him gently.  He'll take it away from you.  He can help you with the stuff.  I don't know, carry the bag, drop us off nearby and go park the car. . .  anything.  And if he looks, what bothers you if he does? Manolo alsolooks and that doesn't bother you, it excites you.  

	-It bothers me because it makes you keep your eye on him," she said, perhaps without thinking about it first. You can't get good pictures that way," she added quickly.  I need you to stay focused. 

	-I will get better, boss.  I will be focused only on you," I promised him. very well what he had meant.  Think of it as a challenge or a test for me: if even then I concentrate only on you

	Gerardo shook his head. 

	-We need him," I implored him.  Daniel was not finding it easy to assume that now I was the one supporting the family economy, thanks precisely to Gerardo.  He had been laid off just a few days ago, but it had been a death foretold for a long time.  He had been paid a good severance payment - he was still waiting to receive it - and he would receive unemployment benefits for two years. Not to dramatize, Daniel.  It would be a lower income, but it wouldn't create any financial problems.  The problem was, of course, entirely psychological.  So what if you are no longer the provider, Daniel?  Do you think I love you for that?  What difference does it make that Gerardo and I have invaded that land, which until recently was exclusively yours?  Did he really think that what I was interested in him was that he was my breadwinner?  Fool!  We couldn't both be brought down by a setback we had seen coming.  That would only feed back negatively. We had to move forward with courage and joy. 

	I think I made a mistake.  I shouldn't have begged him.  Now Gerardo will ask me for something in return.  But, even worse, I don't know what will annoy him more, that I have told him that I need him or that my husband needs him.  

	-No, Gema.  You can't demand it of me.  We haven't agreed on that.  It's the first session outside with your new tits. My tits -she stressed unnecessarily-.  And I want you only for me.  I want the pictures to be excellent.  But your expression changes when he's there. I want you raw, just as you really are. 

	Yes, with plastic boobs.  

	-But then you never pass me any pictures! exploded. 

	That is not true. 

	-In dribs and drabs," I admitted.  Dribble by dribble. And never in private; always publicly, through your blog. 

	-You belong to me, Gema. Gerardo shrugged his shoulders as if what he had just said was the most trivial thing in the world.  Your image rights are mine. 

	It was not true.  I had signed no such thing with him.  But I had accepted that he acted as if he had them. Maybe I had them de facto.  The idea that he might expose me excited me as much as it frightened me.  The few images he shared with me - none of which showed my face, or at least not my whole face - he would post on his Tumblr blog.  He would never let me know of a new update.  She made me keep an eye on her blog similar to how I had made my husband keep an eye on mine.  Then, some of them, the ones I dared, I would post on my blog.  I did it by copying them to the hard disk, previously; I never reblogged them.  Daniel didn't know about the existence of Gerardo's blog and I didn't plan to tell him about it either (now that you read this, honey, now you know).  

	Please, Gerardo, I. . . " I began to beg him again. 

	-Okay," Gerardo cut me off in a way that was atypical of him.  He used to stop talking to people not only to be polite, but also to see if they would add any information he could take advantage of.  Let it not be said that I am intransigent.  Sometimes I wonder who is really in charge in this relationship, Gema.  I don't know how, but in the end I always end up doing what you want.  -She shook her head in disbelief.  But we'll meet beforehand at my house, without Daniel. Just you, me and. . .  Lidia. 

	I wrinkled my nose.  That idea did not convince me. If Daniel were present, I could accept Lidia for him.  And even more so in this situation.  But without him. . .  I shook my head.  I didn't like the idea of having to sleep with a woman again.  {You didn't sleep with her.  It was only a threesome}.  [Well that's a difference, yes. . . ] It had happened once.  It had been a one-time experience.  Plus, I was caught drunk.  But it didn't have to happen again.  Just as Daniel had had a bisex experience with Silvestre -a threesome with Nuria-, I had had mine.  And just like my husband, provocations aside, I didn't need to do it again.  Gerardo had already proposed it to me and I had flatly refused.  What's done is done.  But once is once.  Lidia was not only a woman, she was young like my daughter.  She couldn't have been much older than Vicky.  That's not right.  [For once, I agree with you].  With her creamy white skin and her little breasts, Lidia looked like a porcelain doll.  Run away, daughter, or Gerardo will end up breaking you and corrupting you!  {If he breaks, it's from the inside.  Behind her innocent look there is an inner fire that will end up fracturing the shell}.  But why had Lidia chosen Gerardo that night, instead of Manolo?  Manolo is a good man, gentlemanly and honest, and he has a better physique.  [Yes, and Gerardo in turn is a pervert whose hands corrupt everything they touch. ] I liked the way he had corrupted me, but Lidia?  Wasn't she afraid that her delicate skin would be damaged and her soul darkened?  Why did she choose him?  {Aha!  That's your problem!  Bisex or lesbianism aside, you're jealous! } Maybe that was what that inexperienced girl wanted?  Because, she had taken revenge on her (ex)boyfriend by sleeping with an old man.  With an old man and a woman.  And at the same time.  But if Gerardo had insisted -and still did- on meeting her again, it was because he had hopes -or certainty- that she would accept.  [But that goes beyond a punctual revenge against his ex. ] {You're spinning it too much.  He simply preferred Gerardo because he found it more fun - and vindictive - to have a threesome with an old man and an old woman than just an old man.  And maybe the revenge was too little for her and she wants to do it again.  What do we know what her dumb boyfriend did to her?  Look what Daniel did -that infidelity in the threesome with Nuria and Gerardo- and look how far Gema's revenge is going}.  Why didn't she look for people her own age?  [Why don't you look for them? ]

	-Gemma, you ask me to be flexible with your husband, but you're not willing to give in," Gerardo criticized.  You know I could order you.  We agreed that I could introduce other people into our bed. You accepted it and

	-I was thinking of Manolo!  -I interrupted him. I was thinking about a guy, not a woman.  A girl.  

	I can see you were looking forward to sleeping with him," Gerardo remarked, with an inappropriately mocking touch. 

	And you to smoke his cigars!  Or beat him at that game.  Or both.  

	-Lidia wants to meet again," my boss revealed.  I'm not sure who has made a better impression on her," he said, looking thoughtful.  Me or you.  -Gerardo mocked me, quickly moving his tongue between his lips.  The noise he made was disgusting and made my face turn as red as a tomato.  We're a good team, Gema. wants us both together. 

	Yeah, but I don't want to do it with her!  {Jealousy?  [Disgust? ] [Fear?  Shame?  False morality? } 

	-I'm not going to force you, Gema," my boss continued, "despite what we agreed.  I want it to come from you.  But, obviously, I'm not going to budge on your husband accompanying us on the excursion either, I remind you, that's not part of the agreement.  That, I remind you, is not part of the agreement.  Who is inflexible here, Gema?  -And now go!  Take the rest of the day off and think it over! If you have to think about it, take tomorrow off too. 

	And with that, my boss threw me out of his office.  Angered, red-faced and with tears in my eyes, I ran out of Gerardo's office.  When Mario saw me, he tried to stop me, perhaps to remind me that he had obeyed me and that I was wearing the panties I had given him. Mario had been the only good thing that had happened to me lately. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi.  May I ask if Gerardo knows about Daniel's work situation? If so, I don't know if this would be a good idea.  Perhaps, Gerardo will try to take advantage of it?  Isn't there any concern that Gerardo might try to make him abandon Daniel for him, or at least demand more of his time?  How would he react, if Gerardo demanded it of him? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm afraid I've committed an imprudence, but I needed to get it off my chest.  I was with Gerardo, without my husband on that occasion. He knows how to get me to release my tensions, how to make - at least momentarily - my worries dissipate, how to make me forget my pressures. . .  So, when all my feelings, all the sadness accumulated in those last days overflowed to leave me for a few moments, I told him. 

	I don't know what good Gerardo could or would want to get out of it, but I know it would have been better to keep his mouth shut. But we all need to empty ourselves from. 

	Will Gerardo try to separate me from Daniel?  He doesn't stand a chance, especially now that my husband needs my love and loyalty more than ever.  Will he try to take advantage of our weak situation? Gerardo is not what he takes advantage of, but he is what he takes advantage of

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Cheer up, lots of encouragement and patience with Daniel.  I think it's time to show that we are not just readers and show you our support.  Be very careful how you handle Daniel's depression.  It can lead to a total lack of self-esteem.  He has a lot of chances.  Because of your lifestyle and his secretive way of being, sometimes it seems like he is not the first one in your life.  Don't you think he needs all your support? Good luck. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you.  He has my full support, I assure you.  But he also has his peculiar needs, which are not intuitive to handle.  Maybe it's time to pull the hand brake, but because of my husband's way of being, maybe the effect would be more negative than positive: he needs his fantasies to escape.  On the other hand, my relationship with Gerardo has a lot of inertia and economic commitments, which at this time it is not convenient to risk.  We will get out of it, somehow.  After all, it was news that had been expected for a long time. In part, it is better that it has finally happened and that, at least this way, the oppressive uncertainty has disappeared

	  

	elsexoplacentero: 

	"I am convinced that you will come out ahead, although possibly having left some shreds along the way, as I still think you are the most intelligent of the three of us (intelligence is not only successfully managing a company, or a university chair or a scientific project.  It is much more complex and sometimes subtle) and you also have a determined character.  You have the two keys to overcome crises, which are intelligence and decisiveness.  In life, when you take unconventional paths, and sexuality is one of the most complex, from time to time you have to pay some tolls.  The situation you detail is hard and difficult, since, to manage the bad moments, it requires time to think and to be able to put into practice possible solutions and I am afraid that time is not what you have to spare.  I guess there are times of heavy stress that can make you question everything around you.  But it is in difficult times that we see how people in our closest circle are.  I hope in your case they respond to what you expect from them.  They cannot forget that you are the one who bears all the weight of the different situations, regardless of the fact that everyone may have their own problems and must deal with them.  But only you should handle all situations.  Luck in those things that require it, which are usually very few, sincewe finally workluck with our decisions.  (Sorry that I have extended so much)

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you.  In difficult times, it helps me to imagine giving vent to my sadness or anger.  I see myself doing things that only within that storm of emotions makes sense.  And then, over time, it dissipates and calm returns. And all those impulsive bad actions stay in the imagination and don't come true. 

	As for what you say about decisions and luck, on this point I disagree.  I think luck has a lot more to do with it than we want to believe.  We like to think that we are where we are because of our decisions, but, in reality, we have nowhere near enough control to minimize the luck factor. That doesn't take away from the fact that decisions are also important, but maybe they only matter about fifty

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"I'm so sorry for your situation, Gema.  Sometimes, as fans of your erotic writing, we forget that you are human.  Much strength in these challenges.  I hope you don't let the beautiful flower you are with Daniel wilt because of this stage in your sex life.  It would make me very sad.  I already saw how a couple here on Tumblr, similar to you, disappeared.  They broke up.  Truly, it would make me sad to see two people who, by the simple writing, you can tell they love each other end up separated by something they had no control over. "

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ninety percent of our lives, I mean all of us, is out of our control. We create the illusion that we control, but it's not true

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Couldn't Gerardo help Daniel find a job? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And what would be the price to pay? Gerardo is fair, but nothing is free with him, especially if he sees that he has the opportunity to negotiate

	  

	I know at what price you are thinking that Daniel would have to pay

	  

	  

	  

	 

	
Volume IV:The reason for HASTE 

	  

	  

	This part of the story is over and the narrative has little left to finish.  I hope you enjoyed this installment by installments, so to speak.  This is something that came up on the fly; I had not planned it this way, but the length of the story made it necessary. The fourth volume, foreseeably, will be the last one. 

	  

	What plans does Gerardo have for my husband and how will he try to dominate him and take advantage of his unemployment situation?  How and why did my story with Gerardo end?  What will happen with Lidia?  Will I end up replacing my husband with Mario, now that he is unemployed and that for submissive sex I will have a subordinate of mine?  Or will I end up failing in my attempt to dominate Mario?  Or will I forget about my husband and Gerardo, now that with Mario I have a better endowed man? 

	  

	And, above all, how did I get to know the person who has driven me to write this fourth book? 

	  

	Find out all about it in the fourth part
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